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NOTE BY GEORGE SAND. 



I BELIEVE, in spite of the pseudonym, tliat this 
charming book is the work of a woman. 

Here are refinements of sentiment and of ana- 
lytical research which seem to me to belong to a 
mind more penetrating and also more circumscribed 
than that of a man. 

The man who plays the chief rdle in this sim- 
ple and touching story has, in any event, a woman's 
heart; but he has also the character of a manly 
man, and this union of tenderness and firmness 
makes him rather a new type. Is it a true one ? 
I will admit that it is; we do not discuss what 
pleases and interests us. However this may be, 
the author, in seeking to be romantic, which I 
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6 NOTE BY GEORGE SAND. 

believe every romance-writer must necessarily be, 
shows ns that he is well versed in the study of the 
most opposite characters, and all the types he gives 
us stand out in bold relief. 

The plot seems to be excellent, artistic, and not 
overdrawn. I feel sure that the public will encour- 
age this remarkable effort of an exceedingly refined 
man or of a very powerfully-gifted woman. 

Geoege Sand. 
NoHANT, July 1, 1876. 



Digitized 



by Google 



RENEE AND FRANZ. 

(LE BLEUET}) 



** There is a sweetness. in pure friendship which mediocre natures 
can never taste. 

" Friendship can exist between persons of different sexes, and 
still be exempt from all grossness. A woman, howeyer, always re- 
gards a man as a man ; and, in like manner, a man regards a woman 
as a woman. This affinity is neither passion nor pure friendship ; it 
forms a distinct class.*' — La Bruyj^re, Lei Caracth'es, 

O La Beuyere, who will believe you ? 

Where are the persons who admit the truth of a 
sentiment, or even of a physical impression, which 
they cannot experience ? 

It is impossible to avoid making this reflection, 
in reading the recital which a friend of mine has 

* The hleuet is a beautiful wild-flower of a deep-blue color, which 
grows among the com ; in botany, the Centaurea cyamu. It is re- 
garded as the emblem of fidelity. 
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written. Before allowing him to speak, a word 
abont this friend. 

Franz Tilmann was a son of that dreamy, learned, 
and vigorous country which colonized young Amer- 
ica. He was from Alsace. At twenty years of age 
he visited Paris. It was there I knew him. He 
was a rich and well-educated farmer. 

Oh, you need not exclaim 1 You have seen these 
peasants. They come here in winter to air their 
millions ; in summer they return home, and, gloved 
to the elbows, their foreheads shaded by broad- 
brimmed hats, they oversee those labors which 
make the fields grow golden in the sunshine. For 
them the grain of wheat is not alone flour, straw, 
or compost ; it is the plant, the blossom, the fruit. 
They do not work like blind, stupid machines ; they 
understand what they are doing, and the value of 
their efforts ; in short, they are not sordid, grovel- 
ing men ; they are men who live close to Nature's 
heart. 

It has been said in France that peasants, if they 
knew how to read, would blush at the labors of the 
field. To-day, we have educated peasants, and these 
glory in directing a plough. 
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BEN^E Aim FBANZ. 9 

Franz Tilmann possessed nothing of the nervous 
vigor of men who belong to the Latin race — those 
little iron men who move Europe at their caprice. 
He was essentially German. Blond, tall, a stalwart 
young Hercules, he had still the tender, sweet ex- 
pression of a woman or a child. 

A glance suflSced to arrest or quicken the warm, 
red blood, whose ebb and flow were visible beneath 
the transparent skin. 

A man of this type must either be impetuous 
or melancholy. With him passion would be exalta- 
tion of spirit ; for him to love would be to dream 
and die. 

His nature interested me. Tilmann was frank, 
and did not keep back his sympathies ; I formed a 
close friendship with him. When he went away I 
expressed so much regret at his departure that he 
promised to send me a journal of his life. 

Here is the journal just as I received it. 
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OHAPTEE I. 

" The rose-bud containe material for a Tolume." 

All living tilings pass through constant trans- 
formations; nothing is stationary or inert; every- 
thing has a story that could be told. This must be 
true ; for I, even I, have something to relate. 

I completed my studies at a farm called Breit- 
haus. The great farm-house, which does not pos- 
sess even the merit of being old, is surrounded by a 
shallow, greenish pond, and by some trees that are 
wholly leafless. A tower, once whitewashed, but 
now defaced, rises pretentiously between two enor- 
mous willows, which have perhaps grown distorted 
from terror at its aspect. Their branches droop low 
down into the slime, weeping for the limpid cur- 
rent -where Nature, if left to follow her own free- 
will, would have placed them. Their tears, borne 
away by the wind, roll in gray pearls along the dusty 
highway. 
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No other dwelling Ib in sight, although for half 
a leagae around the little villages jut out into the 
plain. There is no character in the place or its sur- 
roundings; it is a picture from which an artist 
would flee. You have, therefore, no description to 
dread. 

The sameness of this monotonous site perfectly 
accorded with my disposition ; but all at once, the 
drowsy tranquillity of the place, and of my own na- 
ture, ceased. 

The proprietor, who leased Breithaus to M. To- 
quin, reserved the best part of the house for rent 
during the hunting-season. The chase here was 
carried on in the open fields, but it furnished choice 
and abundant game. The arrival of the Duke de 

B J the new tenant, was announced. He was a 

diplomatist, belonging to one of the most eminent 
of our contemporary families. He had taken up 
his abode at the farm in the spring, so that he might 
witness the birth and growth of the rabbits, par- 
tridges, and quails, he was to kill in the autumn. 
This gentleman brought with him his daughter and 
his niece, two sisters rather than two cousins. 

To see nobles settling down in the midst of her 
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small domain was a terrible blow to the farmer's 
wife, Madame Toquin — ^a short, dumpy person, 
twenty-three years old, who weighed a hundred and 
sixty-three pounds. When she heard the news, her 
face changed from its usnal red to purple. 

The farmer's wife is to the village more than a 
duchess can be in Paris. Queen of her stables and 
her poultry-yard, commander-in-chief of her cows, 
her hens, and her turkeys, she exercises a continual 
sway over all around her ; and, as no one has the 
right to question her slightest word, she at last comes 
to regard herself as a really superior kind of being. 

Possessed of a fine capital, and mistress of the 
house, Madame Toquin believed herself seated upon 
a veritable throne. This throne, however, was so 
unstable, that a bom lady could at any moment 
overthrow it with the tip of her foot, merely in 
passing by. Henceforth, the new-comers would be 
the sole objects of interest to Breithaus and its 
surrounding villages. Everybody would approach 
them either from motives of profit, or for the honor 
of obtaining near glimpses of such distinguished 
personages. The farmer's wife indulged in long 
and furious tirades on this subject ; while the farmer, 
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her husband, who*was her only listener, accompanied 
her with a muttered train of reflections. 

This was their way of talkiug together. 

M. Toquin, with his twenty-five years, is a sort 
of young old man. With him no earthly consider- 
ation enters into rivaby with an acre of beet-roots, 
more or less. He sees in this event only the advan- 
tage of having rich tenants. The summer products 
which he usually sends to the town for sale will find 
a ready and lucrative market near by. " We shall 
be making something out of them all the time," 
thought he, exultantly. The laborers were also de- 
lighted at the prospect of having a little novelty at 
the farm ; and they would gaze at the still vacant 
house, to see if one of the young ladies had not 
already come. 

I alone cared nothing for the extraordinary event. 

Tou well know that our province, on the Ger- 
man side, is divided between two distinct parties, 
the one belonging to the past, the other to the pres- 
ent, and that each lives its own life. Those who 
belong to the present, the working-man, the peas- 
ant, the citizen, the artist, mingle; those who belong 
to the past, the aristocracy, form a separate class. 
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While Paris and the great centres advance, the 
province remains behind, and we find it to-day at 
that point where Paris was a hundred years ago. 
In the province, the nobility assume such prestige 
that they feel humiliated by mere contact with those 
of another order. To me, chance distinctions are 
nothing, and so I remained indiflEerent to the arrival 

of the Duke de B . I had never seen the great 

world, not even from a distance. This duke and 
his family would in all probability pass near me as 
those splendid carriages pass, into which one has not 
always the curiosity to gaze. Who could have told 
me then that the two young girls who had arrived 
here would divide my existence between them ? 
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CHAPTER n. 

" Love and esteem do not always agree.** 

The Duke de B had a lofty air ; his tall 

stature, and his way of bearing himself, were distin- 
guished by a native majesty. His manners seemed 
rather haughty at first, but they were by no means 
icy. White hair and whiskers softened his face, 
whose black eyes gave it something of a stern ex- 
pression. 

Preeminently a man of the world, he lived for 
the present, and was chiefly interested in current 
events ; he passed his time in reading the newspa- 
pers and in walking. 

The young girls occasionally accompanied him 
in his walks. They seldom appeared at any other 
time, and for a fortnight I did not see them. I 
might even have forgotten that they lived in the 
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house, if Madame Toquin's ill-humor had not re- 
minded me of it. 

One morning, when I was out in the yard, I 
was surprised to see swallows flying close to the 
duke's window. The pigeons were striving to enter 
the hall, while the hens and geese flocked around 
the door. 

The swallows had flown there by chance, but I 
soon saw that this was not true of the other fowls. 
I discerned within the hall a woman, whose white 
dress showed plainly the outlines of her gracefully- 
rounded form. 

As she flung out grain and bread-crumbs, I saw 
that she was amusing herself in watching this 
greedy flock crowd and wrangle. The chickens, 
trampled upon by the cocks, set up loud cries. 
This squabble, where the great triumphed over the 
small, seemed a true picture of human ambition 
and its grotesque artifices. I was sad rather than 
merry at the sight. I heard laughter, and curiosity 
urged me to approach. As I did so, the young per- 
son who was diverting herself with this malicious 
child's-play appeared on the threshold. For the 
first time, I saw Mademoiselle Augusta, the niece 
of the Duke de B . 
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She was very young, and a blonde. Every one 
in our Alsace is blond, but I do not remember ever 
having seen hair like that of this young lady. It 
was arranged with singular grace, and was lighted 
up here and there by silvery gleams. She had large, 
steel-blue eyes, with a proud and fascinating glance. 
In short, she was so enchanting that I stood there 
spellbound by her beauty. But why should she 
laugh at what saddened me ? 

I saw Mademoiselle Augusta again the next day. 
She was walking in the garden which lies between 
the house and the pond. Urged forth, doubtless, by 
ennui, she soon began to walk there every day. 
Although I did not seek her, I often found her — 
too often, for I at length saw no one except herself. 

Our methods of land-culture appeared to interest 
the duke, and he sometimes talked with me about 
them. One day I managed to lead the conversa- 
tion to a more congenial topic — ^the beautiful Au- 
gusta. 

I learned that she was an orphan, and that her 
uncle had charge of her fortune, which was only 
moderate. I learned also that she was proud of her 
name and of her beauty, and had set her heart so 
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high that it would be very difficult to attain it. 
Her uncle had tried to find a husband for her, but 
he had never hit upon a suitor rich or noble enough, 
in her estimation. I said, mentally, that this beau- 
tiful young girl could surely never give a thought 
to me; that she had not noticed me, and never 
would notice me. 

In the country, men are very nearly alike. One 
must observe them narrowly to perceive that some 
have been better reared than others ; the dust of the 
highway falls equally upon laborer and proprietor. 
I said this to myself, but I did not believe it. And, 
moreover, if Mademoiselle Augusta did not seek me, 
she certainly did not shun me ; she often came and 
joined her uncle, when she saw him with me. 

I knew that she was proud, and I set about find- 
ing other faults in her. I found them easily. She 
seemed to me vain and frivolous, and not likely to 
ever love any one. I hoped that these imperfec- 
tions would drive her from my thoughts. The hope 
was vain 1 I ceased to esteem her, but the love 
with which she inspired me remained unchanged. 
Reason enlightened me without dispelling the pas- 
sion which had invaded my heart. In spite of the 
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distance that separated us, in spite of the protests of 
my reason, I could not help constantly thinking of 
Augusta. She had rendered me powerless, she had 
taken me captive, and I could not recover my liber- 
ty. This love was a master who had thrown me a 
slave at his feet, and I felt that I could never rise. 
Resistance was no longer possible. 

Ashamed of my weakness, and yet unable to 
overcome it, I left Breithaus. But the danger 
allured me ; the next day I was back again. To 
remain silent was the only strength now left me. 
I vowed mentally that no one should know what 
was passing in my heart ; and I loved on, cursing 
the fatality which had placed this young girl in 
my path, and so rendered my present unhappy, my 
future hopeless. 
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CHAPTER ni. 

"Knowledge is power." 

Two months after the arrival of the B fam- 
ily at Breithaus — ^f or me two centuries of suffering 
and inward conflict — a village festival took place in 
the neighboriiood. Augusta wanted to go, from 
curiosity, and her uncle consented to take her and 
let her see for a few minutes the villagers dance. 
The duke preferred walking to the fete grounds, 
and asked me the way. I pointed it out to him, and 
he started with his niece. 

It was Sunday ; I was at liberty, and would 
gladly have shown the way in person, but I dared 
not propose it. I walked sadly in the garden, gaz- 
ing wistfully after the duke and Augusta. 

From this point the character of my story be- 
comes unusual. The windows of the Breithaus 
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dwelling overlooked, on one side, the garden, the 
shallow pond, and the fields beyond it; on the 
other they opened upon the farm-yard. The day 

had been warm, and Mademoiselle de B ^ whom 

I had not yet seen, had seated herself at one of the 
open windows, doubtless to breathe the cool air. 

There I saw her for the first time. I had, in- 
deed, in my walks, perceived at a distance a form 
more slender than Augusta's, but that was all. I 
was inclined to believe this young person prouder 
even than her cousin, because she did not deign to 
make herself visible. The duke, in reprimanding 
his niece, always proposed his daughter to her as a 
model ; he was in the habit of citing her as a young 
lady versed in all the proprieties, and I had formed 
a vague idea that this embodiment of so many per- 
fections must be a very disagreeable person. 

" Why, is it you, monsieur ? " she said, as soon 
as she perceived me. " Do go ! My father expect- 
ed you to accompany him and Augusta ; this very 
moment they are no doubt accusing you of indiffer- 
ence, and are angry with you. Go immediately, and 
never fear ; I believe they would rather forgive you 
than blame you." 
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I was overjoyed at the thought that happiness 
had at last entered my life. I gave some sort of 
commonplace answer, and started on the nm. Those 
words, " They would rather forgive you than blame 
you," kept recurring to my mind, and I involun- 
tarily repeated them aloud as I hurried on. 

At last I overtook the duke and his niece; I 
guided them, and, thanks to the confidence Made- 
moiselle de B 's words had given me, I remained 

the whole evening near Augusta ! We did not re- 
turn home until dawn. 

No time was left me for slumber. I did not 
enter the house, I remained in the field. I threw 
myself upon the ground, and with my head buried 
in the wheat, my eyes lost in the purple of the ris- 
ing sun, I wondered if all this had really happened. 
That vision I had seen at the window again appeared. 

Mademoiselle de B had left me, as it were, the 

vague remembrance of a dream whose vanishing 
outlines retained no distinctness. Her head was the 
head of a child rather than of a woman ; in fact, it 
was not a head, but masses of wavy hair. The folds 
of her dress seemed too deep to inclose a human 
form. She possessed those imaginary traits we lend 
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to beings we can neither comprehend nor see : the 
traits of the angel, of the Muse for whom we wish 
and long, whom we seek continually, although we 
know that they do not and cannot exist. Was this 
a woman or a shadow, this being I had seen, and 
who had changed my despondency into hope, my 
sorrow into joy ? 

Whatever it might be, the vision had said to me 
in its glance, in its voice : " Look at me and hope ; 
you must be happy, I desire it ! " and I was happy. 
I beUeved, and I no longer suffered. My love for 
Augusta had become doubly dear. Everything 
seemed grand and beautiful to me. The earth was 
all at once peopled with sympathetic beings, and I 
longed for the power to impart hope and happiness 
to others, as I had received them — in a smile from 
Ken^e. 

Een6e is her name. I do not ask myself how or 
when I shall become more intimately acquainted 
with her ; I know that this will happen. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

'^ To touch the hand is to touch the heart'* 

With tis the grain is not all thrashed by steam. 
The straw, when it leaves the machine, does not an- 
swer all our purposes, and we are obliged to have a 
little thrashing done in the bam. 

One day, when I was engaged in overseeing this 
work, an incident occurred which caused great ex- 
citement among all the dwellers at the farm. 

A mad dog, pursued by several peasants armed 
with forks and pickaxes, came rushing on from the 
nearest village. Madame Toquin, who perceived 
him from her window, called out to us to close all 
the gates, and thus insure the safety of the cattle. 

The most courageous of our workmen, and I 
myself, started in pursuit, each armed with the ob- 
ject he found nearest at hand. All this happened 
in less than a minute. 
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Instead of entering the farm-inclosnre, the dog 
dashed into a cross-road. We joined the others 
who were in pursuit of him. The animal was large 
and powerful, and ran so fast that we could hardly 
hope to overtake him. He at length entered the 
forest, which circularly incloses our fields, and we 
lost sight of him. After beating the woods on all 
sides, we returned, overcome by fatigue, but with- 
out finding the dog, which we supposed must al- 
ready be a long distance away. These incidents are 
so common in the country, that we naturally be- 
come used to them, and I felt almost sure that the 
danger which had menaced us was over. But, upon 
our return, I learned that the duke, his daughter, 
and Augusta, had been out since morning on an ex- 
cursion, and were still absent. My anguish was in- 
describable. Were they now menaced by the dan- 
ger we had escaped? I left the house, I reentered, 
I went out again, gazing anxiously in all directions. 
I discovered nothing ; I knew not where to direct 
my steps. Leaning against one of the posts which 
serve as a barrier to the pond, I waited. 

The sun had sunk behind the forest-trees, and 
the day had gradually died into a moonlit night. 
2 
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This wan face of the moon which gazed on me with 
tearful eyes, and threw upon the earth fitful and 
fantastic glimmerings — this phantom of the sun, 
which met me in its white shroud — deepened my 
sadness and increased my anxiety. A strange scene 
was about to occur. I saw afar off a form which, 
as it drew near me, seemed to divide into others. I 
soon distinguished a dark shadow, and two floating 

robes. No harm had come to M. de B ^ or to 

the young girls ; this was evident from their tran- 
quil air and steady gait. They continued to ap- 
proach, and were only a few steps from me, when I 
heard a sound in the path leading from the direct 
route between them and me, and I saw the terrible 
brute we had pursued in vain. He was on his way 
back from the forest, and was ninning toward the 
pedestrians. 

What could I do ? I had no weapon but a cane. 
Should I go to the farm-house in search of one? 
That was impossible, for the dog would reach the 
door as soon as I. 

" Run into the house ! " I cried, loudly ; '^ a mad 
dog is on your track ! Run in ! " 

I flung myself into the middle of the path, and, 
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with outspread arms, I awaited the animal, hoping 
to divert his course, and thus protect the duke and 
his family. 

The dog came up. I confronted him, present- 
ing the point of the cane, which he bit violently. 
Foaming with rage, he swayed from right to left. 
I did the same. I still presented the point of the 
cajie toward him, holding with all my might, to ar- 
rest his course. 

^^ Bring me a weapon I " I cried. 

" A weapon % I know where to find one," re- 
plied the duke, entering the house. 

Augusta ran in after him. Renee did not fol- 
low. She remained upon the bridge, and gazed at 
me. 

" Go in, mademoiselle ! " I cried, " go in ! The 
dog may escape me and rush upon you ! " 

She did not stir. Several armed laborers and 
boys came out from the farm-house and crossed the 
bridge. At the same moment the duke cried to me 
in a formidable voice: 

" Get as far from the animal's head as possible ! 
I am going to fire 1 " 

He stood at one of the windows of the lower 
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story ; a shot whizzed through the air, and the dog 
lay dead at my feet. 

" That was a good shot ; don't you think so ? " 
he said, coolly. And when all our working-people 
rushed up, believing me wounded, he added, laugh- 
ing : " There was no danger ; I was sure of my aim. 
The ball is in the head, as you will see 1 This is 
the way we fire at foxes — bright in the eye, so as to 
save the skin." 

The farm-laborers applauded his skill, and con- 
gratulated me. 

" You understand," said the duke, approaching 
me, " that my first concern was to save these chil- 
dren." 

" But, father," interrupted Eenee, " you risked 
this gentleman's life to save us. Do you not think 
that it is of the same value as that of one noble- 
born?" 

" There was no danger, I tell you ! " replied the 
duke, and, throwing back his head, he added : " No 
matter, he was not afraid. That is sufficient." 

I was passing at this moment. Een6e hastily 
drew off her glove, and held out to me her little 
hand, slender, delicate, and soft as satin. I should 
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have hesitated about taking Augusta's hand; I 
grasped Rente's, and pressed it cordially as that of 
a friend. We understood each other perfectly. I 
knew that I was no longer an object of indifference 
to Ken^e; that she would give me her friendship, 
and interest herself in my welfare. But all this 
had passed as quickly as lightning. 

" I have fired shots far more venturesome than 

that," added M. de B . " Come and sup with 

us ; I will show you my rifle." 

Etiquette is a strange thing ; it allows no reveal- 
ing or at least but a slight revealing of inward im- 
pressions. This is a prudential measure. Eeticence 
hides alike egotistic and generous hearts. The lat- 
ter lose but little and the former gain a great deal 
by it. The duke did not say to me, " Thank you 1 
you are a brave fellow I " but, in inviting me to sit 
at his table, he said, " Come to me, I regard you as 
an equal." 

For a nobleman, this was everything. 

Why should I not be received into the home of 

the Duke de B ? Why should I not be the 

friend of his daughter ? If it would be difficult and 
even impossible for me ever to become Augusta's 
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husband, I saw no obstacle in the way of my be- 
coming Rente's friend. " God did not suggest this 
idea of class distinctions/' I said to myself; " they 
are usages and customs, all things devoid of stabil- 
ity. These distinctions must one day cease. What 
really distinguishes men is mental and moral supe- 
riority, and the time will come when thej^ must 
infallibly be classed according to their degree of su- 
periority. If we place a piece of cork and a piece 
of lead in water, the one will rise to the surface, the 
other will sink to the bottom. The pieces of cork 
will be as sure to meet at the surface of the wa- 
ter as the pieces of lead at the bottom. Whether 
they spring from the heights or from the depths, 
hearts and minds of the same essence will find each 
other, in spite of opposition. I went, therefore, 

without hesitation, to visit the B family. 

The duke received me as he might have received 
a friend of ten years' standing, and I often repeat- 
ed my visit. My soul expanded whenever I heard 
Een^e speak. She expressed the noblest and most 
elevated thoughts in the simplest manner. I seemed 
to hear her still speaking long after she had become 
silent. While Augusta disquieted and vexed me, 
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Belize tranquilized me and made me happy. Tea- 
teemed her more and more liighly, for I was all the 
time discovering new excellences in her character. 
I felt that I should have loved her less if, by any 
possibility, I had found a fault in her. 

Ah I why was it not the same with Augusta ? 
It was Augusta I loved — loved ardently I For 
Een6e I felt only friendship. 

Friendship \ And yet we think that friendship 
should be cold ; we deny it exaltation, self-forget- 
fulness, devotion. This spurious, worthless senti- 
ment has nothing in common with that which I 
cherished for my friend. 

We met many times without alluding to the 
sympathy that drew us together, because we were 
never alone ; but a wisp of straw, a grain of wheat, 
a flower rendered leafless by the wind, quickened 
the flow of those ideas which our minds possessed 
in common. These ideas, escaping from us both at 
the same moment, remained fragmentary until they 
met and united. How congenial were our thoughts I 
How well we understood each other, and yet we 
never said even to ourselves that we were in love I 
How beautiful are those sentiments which have birth 
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within our hearts, which take possession of our be- 
ing, while no breath passes through the outer air to 
say, " They exist 1 " 

Finally the ice was broken. 

One magnificent evening the duke proposed a 
walk, and led the way with Augusta on his arm. I 
followed with Eenee. 

" Where are we going ? " I asked her. 

She lifted her head and answered : 

" Among the stars. Will you go ? " 

"Gladly." 

The sky, cloudless and set with stars, lured us to 
its azure depths. 

"How many beautiful things surround usl" 
said Een6e. " Our life ought to be a pei-petual 
song of thanksgiving. Why should our nature 
yearn for a paradise beyond the tomb, when we 
have only to open our eyes and behold paradise ? 
There are monks who shut themselves up in clois- 
ters that they may lift their souls to God in con- 
stant prayer ; but they have only to gaze at Nature 
to find there the God they seek so far away. You 
believe in God, do you not ? " 

" Assuredly I do, since I find him everywhere, 
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and most of all within my own heart. Do you 
know what it is to have God within the heart ? It 
is to love." 

She turned quickly toward me, fixed her eyes 
upon my face, and asked : 

"Do you believe it possible for friendship to 
exist between a man and a young girl ? " 

"I am sure," answered I, "that a man may 
adore a woman, and still not feel for her that senti- 
ment we call love. How can I help believing it ? " 

"It is not so inexplicable as the world pre- 
tends," said Ren^e. " However great may be our 
love for a father or a mother, this love leaves a void 
in our hearts. Parents would have to be at the 
same time of their own age and ours, for their affec- 
tion to fully satisfy us. The habit of not meeting 
singly the material exigencies of life prevents their 
understanding our poetic aspirations, or sharing our 
full confidence. The more we appear to know our- 
selves, the more ignorant we often are in reality. 
At length we meet some one who arouses us, who 
shares our thoughts, who sustains us and consoles 
us." 

^ But how does all this come so quickly % " 
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^'It is because, while friendship holds us by 
esteem, it wins us by sympathy." 

" Well, then, why have I dared to love you so 
much?" 

"Because you were unhappy, and you felt that I 
understood it ; because I have divined what you will 
not confess to any one, not even to yourself." 

A long silence followed, but all the while our 
hands remained clasped. I could scarcely refrain 
from weeping. 

At length I said : " You have given me nothing, 
promised me nothing ; and yet you have made me 
happy* Since knowing you I have been full of 
delightful thoughts, which warble, each after its 
own fashion, like joyous birds. On returning from 
work at night, my lips echo the restful song our la- 
borers sing on their homeward way. Once the joy 
of these men wearied me. Now I too sing. Not to 
feel one's self alone is the most necessary happiness 
of life, if not the greatest. Those whom passion 
unsettles can find repose only in friendship. The 
isolated existence I led before knowing you will 
henceforth be impossible for me ; and, if my dream 
must end, I ask but one boon, to die with it." 
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Een6e then picked some bleuete which had closed 
in the evening twilight. 

" This," said she, " is my favorite flower. If you 
wish, it shall be our rallying-sign ; and, if one of ns 
is ever tempted to forget the other, that f orgetfiil 
one shall receive a bouquet of these flowers when 
summer comes. Its language will be, ^ I am faith- 
ful ; I do not forget.' " 

It was thus we sealed our friendship. 
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CHAPTEK V. 

" When all men salute each other in the same manner, social dis- 
tincdons will disappear." 

I WILL not pass over in silence the singular im- 
pression this entrance into an unknown world had 
made upon me. 

Hitherto I have lived with those whom we are 
pleased to call "inferiors." 

I well knew that in the higher circles of society, 
especially among the aristocracy, other manners 
than ours were indispensable, but I had felt neither 
need nor desire to become initiated into the usages 
of good company. 

Upon entering the duke's house, I was impressed 
by the general tone of refinement ; details escaped 
me. I was charmed with the remarkable harmony 
of speech and movement. I felt stupid and awk- 
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ward. I heard myself spealdng in a gruff tone. 
When I returned home, the voices sounded dis- 
cordant, the manners seemed brutal and offensive, 
the conversation rude ; and I often found myseK 
wishing there were no inequaKty of education be- 
tween the B family and myself. And yet I 

had derived immense advantage from my position 
as peasant. No obligation of frigid etiquette was 
exacted of me. Augusta would say to me : 

" Now, pick me this fruit, this flower." 

She would not have taken them from the hands 
of a gardener, nor have accepted them from a man 
of her own class. 

When the duke wished to go any considerable 
distance, and feared loneliness, he would take me 
with him. 

The time arrived, nevertheless, when the nature 
of these relations must change, in order to become 
lasting. 

The hunting-season opened. Several times a 
week the sportsmen would arrive from all direc- 
tions, and meet at dinner in the evening. I had 
from the very first felt too much personal embar- 
rassment at the Duke de B 's to be willing to 
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display my awkwardness to strangers; and so I 
availed myself of every pretext for absence on the 
days when visitors were present. But this expe- 
dient could not long serve my purpose. The B 

family was soon to return to Ihe city, and I had 
promised to visit them there. I could not live 
without seeing Augusta, for whom my love increased 
day by day. I must then acquire the art of enter- 
ing a salon without blushing. 

I confided my desire to Ren6e, who, without 
preambles, began my education as a gentleman. 
Her first step was to give me some advice called 
forth by a fit of merriment in me. 

" Do not laugh so loudly," she said ; " do not 
walk so close to me; do not speak in so high a 
key," etc. 

The duke was pleased with my attempts to fol- 
low the usages of polite society, and aided me with 
his advice. He had a genuine affection for me ; I 
was fully convinced of this by the decision he made 
to visit my mother, who lived on a farm of mine at 
Blaue Blumen. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

" No heart exists which has room for but one.*' 

Blaue Blumen is an hour's drive from the 
city. 

In summer it is embowered in flowers and 
foliage. Wild-rose bushes climb the house and 
enter the windows. The little brook which winds 
quite around the farm, laughing and bounding over 
the pebbles, assumes now and then the air of a 
river, which becomes it remarkably well. 

My mother did not attempt to give the B 

family a sumptuous reception ; she welcomed them 
cordially and unpretentiously. 

When we were seated at the simple lunch which 
awaited us, the duke said to my mother : " Your 
son, madame, is an intriguer, who insinuates him- 
self into hearts whether they will or not ; . he has 
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won my love, and I might say he has made ns all 
love him." 

" Oh, yes ! '^ exclaimed Een^e. 

"I knew it, monsieur," replied my mother; 
" Franz has written me everything, and I thank you 
for the few months of happiness you have given him." 

" Why a few months ? " asked the duke ; " Franz 
will never cease visiting us. He is my son, and I 
come here because I felt it my duty to tell you so 
in person " 

" I thank you,'monsieur," returned my mother, 
with a pensive smile ; " but I fear that, if it should 
one day be necessary for Franz to forget you, he 
would not be able." 

" Forget us — and why ? " 

" Destiny has placed him in a position very dif- 
ferent from yours. For people of your class the 
affections are the charm of existence; for us they 
are existence itself." 

" Would it then have been better, madame, for 
Franz to resist the sentiment he feels for us? " 

"Perhaps." 

" Better if, when he felt hi^ heart becoming en- 
thralled, he had withdrawn the very first day ? '' 
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" Ah I " cried I, " even the first day it was too 
late." 

" Then I am in the wrong," replied my mother; 
" and I fear that my frankness may seem like ingrati- 
tude. I beg your pardon. My narrow experience 
leaves me ignorant of many things. I confess, how- 
ever, that I cannot understand Franz's affection for 
Mademoiselle Een^." 

" Ah, well, then 1 " said the duke, laughing, " I 
am going to explain it, and make their confession to 
you, although I have as yet received none from 
them. I know their thoughts as well as they do." 

" O father I " interposed Een6e. 

" Let me speak ; it will be time to correct me 
when I am in error ; but I do not err. I have not 
been a diplomatist for nothing." 

Then, addressing my mother, he went on : 

"Up to the present moment I have arranged 
my daughter's life in such a manner that every wish 
of her heart has been gratified. Youth and devel- 
opment, however, have needs which seek an echo in 
youth itself. Een^e loves her cousin dearly, but 
their ideas differ upon many points. Although 
they agree perfectly, there can never be any dose 
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intimacy between them. A portion of Rent's 
heart then remained unoccupied ; this she has given 
away, or rather it has been taken from her, as you 
will. There is the culprit," he added, pointing to 
me. " These children are now having a beautiful 
dream — a dream of ideal friendship. They wish to 
give the world one of those famous examples in 
which people are no longer in the habit of believ- 
ing — Orestes and Pylades 1 " 

" You are making sport of us," said Ren6e. 

" Oh, no, not at all ! I respect your ideas ; but 
I have not the faith you demand — the faith that re- 
moves mountains. In ten years I shall admire you ; 
for the present, I comprehend you, and that is a 
great deal. You may well wish that all the world 
might do as much ! Meantime, my dear children, 
let us keep all this to ourselves; the world need 
not be informed of sentiments whose reality it 
would not admit. We cannot have our ideas upon 
friendship inserted in a daily newspaper, nor make 
philosophers appreciate the affection this excellent 
man has for you, my daughter. I believe that he 
will all his life remain ignorant of the fact that you 
are a very fascinating person ; but that would not 
be the general opinion." 
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" How good you are, father 1 " cried Kenge, kiss- 
ing him. 

For myself, I could not speak. I took M. de 
B ^'s hand, and pressed it to my lips. 

" But supposing mademoiselle should marry ? " 
asked my mother, in a half-whisper. "Do you 
think her husband would understand as well as you, 
monsieur, the friendship which unites our chil- 
dren?" 

" I shall never marry," replied Een6e, gravely. 

" Do not think, madame," interposed the duke, 
" that I consent to a thing which does not appear 
perfectly reasonable ; that would be too much to be- 
lieve. I only yield to a sentiment which I cannot 
resist. I understand my daughter; she does not 
know how to do just what she would like to do with 
her heart. I submit, and I confide these children 
each to the honor of the other. Follow my exam- 
ple. Now, as the weather is fine, and I have my 
rifle here, I will leave you, and kill some game for 
dinner." 

Augusta remained immovable. Her face had 
assumed a stem expression, with which I was quite 
unfamiliar. 
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" What is the matter with you t " asked her uncle. 

" Oh — nothing ! " she replied. 

The duke, as he went out, turned to Benee, and 
whispered : 

" Be on your guard ! It is this child who doubts 
to-day; it will be the world to-morrow; she dis- 
believes because she does not understand." 

" She will believe ; we always believe the truth 
at last," replied Ren6e. 

My mother remained pensive. These confidences 
disquieted her. 

" Franz," she said to me, gently, " I must ask 
you one question — an unavoidable question, for its 
answer alone can resolve my doubts. Imagine, my 
Franz, for a moment, that your friend is a farmer's 
daughter, and that she is oflEered you as a life-com- 
panion, a wife." 

Eenee and I burst into a laugh so frank and 
hearty that Augusta and my mother laughed also. 

"We marry 1" said Renee. "Why, Franz is 
my brother 1 " 

" We marry 1 " echoed I ; " what an idea I It 
would be nonsense." 

Ren6e placed her two hands over my mouth. 
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"You are impolite 1" she said, laughing. I 
kissed her fingers. 

Ren^e was unusually merry. In sport, I had 
placed a basket of flowers under her feet instead of 
a stool. 

" How he loves you, mademoiselle ! " said my 
mother, in a tremulous voice. " My affection cannot 
always follow him. Since you make him happy, I 
give him to you. Take him. Act as if from this 
day I ceased to exist, and, when I am gone, there 
need be no change. He is a great boy with a loving 
heart ; you could kill him. Do not be alarmed ; to 
kill him, you would have to cease loving him." 

Renee took my mother's arm, and we went out 
into the garden. 

Augusta had all at once become lively and talk- 
ative. 

" Do you know," she said to me, " that your an- 
swer just now was very amusing ? Do you not wish 
to become Renee's husband ? And yet it would be 
a good bargain for you, as the peasants say. Ah, 
indeed 1 You would not want a wife like her ? You 
are hard to please. Do you think that any one could 
be more beautifal ? " 
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I remained silent. 

"I am curionB. Sayl have you seen any one 
prettier than Ilen6e? " 

"Yes." 

"Who can it be?" 

"Youl" 

" That is a compliment ! " 

" Why should I pay you a compliment ? " 

" Indeed, why should you ? " 

" Am I mistaken ? You seem surprised. Are 
you not very beautiful ? " 

" I do not know. I believe I am. And so you 
think me pretty ? Take that for your pains | " 

She drew out a rose half hidden in the bosom of 
her dress, and threw it at me. I seized the flower 
before it touched the ground. Augusta blushed to 
the eyes. 

" What are you saying ? " asked Een6e, from a 
distance. 

" Oh, nothing I " replied Augusta ; " we are talk- 
ing of this brook which flies away over its bed as if 
it were afraid of us. Hide my flower I " she added, 
excitedly, as if regretting what she had just done. 
"No, return it to me ; that would be better." 
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" I do not want to return it to yon." 

She lifted her eyes with an imperious glance, but 
lowered them as she met my gaze. 

The flower is a message of love between Nature 
and man. If you are absent, it bears in its bosom 
your kiss to the one you love ; if you are present, 
it expresses well what words would express poorly ; 
and so we never find lovers or even friends who do 
without flowers. Augusta and Ren6e had each given 
me a flower I But what a diflEerence ! The bleuet, 
heavy with the evening dew, had shut its petals 
from the light, and Een^e had given it to me as 
calmly as Nature had offered it to her. The rose, 
vivid, satiny, had expanded under a southern sun, 
and Augusta had flung it to me yet glowing with 
the warmth of her bosom ! 

In truth, these two women had both taken pos- 
session of my being, and each with a sentiment so 
opposite that neither could be jealous of the other. 
Henceforth I should belong to these two great ladies 
upon whom I had not even wished to gaze. 

No matter, even if we suffer for it, it is good to 
love. 

The lives of those who are indifferent to love, 
must be a chastisement. 
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" We are good when we are happy." 

After our visit to Blaue Blumen, Augusta 
passed from an affected coldness to a nervous irri- 
tability which I could not interpret. She spoke to 
me as she would have spoken to a servant or to an 
unreasonable tyrant. She sought my society more 
than ever, but she attracted me to her only to 
torture me or to chill me. After flattering myself 
that I was no longer an object of indifference to 
her, I was forced to believe that she was trifling 
with me. I suffered so much that I was on the 
point of reproaching her bitterly for her heartless- 
ness, when a grave event occurred, which for the 
moment diverted my thoughts from my love, and 
made me forget myself. 

When we were returning from the fields, one 
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evening, our farm-laborers found an unknown man 
hidden in a hay-stack, and took him for a malefac- 
tor. This class always regard a stranger hidden in 
the fields as a grain-thief, and without examination 
into his antecedents, without heeding a word he 
says, he is given up to the justice, too often after 
having been soundly beaten. Our men had seized 
this stranger, shaken him violently, and set him on 
his feet; they were now about to take him to the 
burgomaster, and would be sure to treat him rough- 
ly on the way. 

M. Toquin, finding a single culprit in charge of 
a dozen sturdy fellows, went on his way, and left 
the afiair in my hands. 

I drew near, and saw the supposed criminal, a 
slight, dusky figure, in the midst of our farm-labor- 
ers. He was young, and I saw, even through the 
gathering darkness, that his garments, covered with 
dust as they were, could scarcely have belonged to 
a thief. I exerted my authority in his behalf. I 
asked him who he was, and what he had been doing 
.in our hay-stacks. 

He murmured a few words in a foreign lan- 
guage. I knew that I could manage single-handed 
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this diminutive person, who excited my pity far 
less than my curiosity, and I said to our workmen : 
"My friends, you are wasting your time here. 
This man is not dangerous. I myself will take 
him to the burgomaster." 

The men withdrew. 

I approached the supposed culprit, who had 
sunk powerless to the ground. He was half dead. 
I felt that it would be cruel to force him to walk. 
I spread my coat on the ground, and set him upon 
it. He remained quite passive in my hands. 

I endeavored to recall, now a German, now 
an Italian phrase, hoping to make myself under- 
stood. 

"I speak your language," he said, in a musical 
voice. " What do you want of me ? Let me die I 
Those peasants were killing me. Why have they 
gone ? I did not complain of them." 

"They wanted to give you up to the police, 
and to have you thrown into prison, because no 
one knows who you are." 

" I hope no one will ever find out. I am no- 
body. I ask only the right to die. Leave me, 
leave me 1 " he repeated, despairingly. 
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I began to ask myself if I was not dealing with 
a madman. 

He rose suddenly, and, in a voice broken by 
agony and exhaustion, cried : ^' I have eaten nothing 
for five days, and I am not yet dead. I have suf- 
fered enough for a thousand years 1 " He fell back, 
fainting. 

The thought of Ren6e occurred to my mind, 
and I was ashamed of my slowness in aiding this 
unfortunate man. I lifted him up, took him on 
my shoulders, and proceeded to Breithaus. 
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"For a Pole only two things exist : love and father-land.*' 

It was already late. I had the door-key with 
me, and I entered so softly that no one heard me. 
The dogs, knowing my step, did not bark, and I 
reached my chamber without arousing any one. I 
laid my burden on the bed — a slight burden, which 
weighed scarcely a hundred pounds. I immediately 
lighted a candle, and went for milk. I forced a few 
drops between the sick man's teeth. I bathed his 
face with cool water, and he opened his eyes. I 
was surprised at the beauty of his features. If it 
had not been for his black mustache, I should have 
taken him for a woman. His skiu was white and 
soft. His hands, when freed from the mud that 
covered them, were fair and delicate. 
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When he had recovered a slight degree of 
strength, he gazed at me long and intently. 

" What can you want of me ? " he asked. " Why 
have you brought me here ? What do you care if I 
die?" 

" I do not want you to die." 

" But I want to die, and I shall not change my 
resolution. Happiness flees from me, and I cannot 
live without her. A drunken or a starving man is 
allowed to die in the street. People bury him, and 
give themselves no further trouble. But if a gen- 
tleman blows out his brains, his death is the event 
of the day ; I want to die unknown." 

" Are you a gentleman ? No one but a thief or 
an assassin would wish to die in a hay-stack, where 
the servants of peasants insult him." 

He raised his head, and asked : 

"Who are you?" 

" An agricultural student. I am learning how 
to manage a farm, and dearly enough I pay for my 
lessons, as you see. I have very poor lodgings here." 

"Where are we?" 

"AtBreithaus." 

" At Breithaus ? " repeated he, with wondering, 
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dilated eyes^ ^^ Ah, let me go! I cannot remain 
here." 

" You must remain^ You can find nothing in 
this room to kill yourself with, and for the present 
it must be your prison ; you shall not leave it until 
you are perfectly well in mind and body. When 
you become your own master, you will of course do 
as you please. No one knows that you are here, 
and no one shall know unless you wish it. Nobody 
enters my room. I will do all I can for you. But 
let you go away ? No, indeed I " 

The poor man was exhausted ; he fell back on 
the bed. 

" You are a noble fellow," he said, resignedly. 
" My name is one which must not be uttered either 
by you or me ; but gratitude compels me to confide 
it to you. You ought, at least, to know upon whom 
you have pity." 

He tore the lining from his coat, and, taking out 
a card, he handed it to me. It bore the name of 
Count Maksinski. 

I let him rest. I passed the night in a chair 
near his bedside, and early in the morning, when 
he was asleep, I went for my physician. 
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A doctor miifit be mute as a confessor. I told 
this doctor that I had received a sick man into my 
room, and that I wished to take care of him without 
letting any one know it. He assored me that I 
conld rely upon his silence, and he accompanied me 
home. He entered my chamber, the door closed 
upon us, and he was supposed to have come on my 
account. When he had given his patient some ad- 
vice, we two left the room, and he said to me in a 
low tone : 

" There is no danger to fear. Our patient has 
a fragile but well-knit frame. He seems to belong 
to an aristocratic family. The structure of the hands 
alone reveals the origin of people. I think there is 
but slight chance for mistake here. This young 
man's whole being is shaken by some calamity, or 
by some violent passion. These great shocks are 
dangerous to the rich, because infrequent among 
that class whose habits stifle very ardent aspirations 
and insure them uniform lives. But when nature 
revolts, with this class, it is terrible. This young 
gentleman is twenty-four or twenty-five years of 
age. His health has been impaired by no excesses. 
I recognize the Pole in his accent. The momen- 
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tous question here is probably politics rather than 
love. I am firmly convinced that it is either the 
one or the other. If quiet can be insured him 
now, and happiness afterward, our patient will 
be saved." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" Touth has no sorrow without a smile." 

The doctor's words had rather surprised me. 
That eveniDg I told M. and Madame Toqnin that I 
did not feel well, and would sup in my own room. 
I took up what I needed, and set out my table at 
young Maksinski's bedside. He watched my pro- 
ceedings, and for the first time seemed to observe 
me attentively. 

" You are an excellent fellow, indeed you are ! " 
he said. " But what delicate hands you have for a 
peasant! What are you doing?" he added, more 
and more surprised. 

" Pm eating," replied I, not knowing the reason 
of his astonishment. 

" In that manner 1 You are deceiving me ; you 
are not a peasant." 

"What am I, then?" 
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" Whatever you choose to be, but in any event 
a well-bom man. I am feeling better now ; I am 
going to rise and sup with you. I will blow out my 
brains afterward. One would suppose me a Pari- 
sian, I take the idea of death so gayly ! The Pari- 
sians and the Poles are a little alike. — You are not 
laughing at me, are you ? " 

Eecalling the lessons I had taken from the 
Duke de B , I bowed, and said : 

" Tour highness is not very complimentary.'' 

Yes, Eenee was right. There are some persons 
who attach serious importance to these details which 
seem so trivial to us — to this strange sa/voir vivre. 

" I perceived that you had a good heart before I 
saw you handle your fork," said the count, " but 
there is always great difficulty in people's under- 
standing one another when their modes of life and 
their manners widely differ. You belong to my 
class socially, and that sets me at my ease." 

" I assure you again that I am a peasant." 

" Yes, a Watteau peasant ! It is all the same to 
me, and I wager that the lady of your dreams is not 
a shepherdess. But you are under no obligations to 
tell me your story ; I must tell you mine : 
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"I was bom in Warsaw — No, to begin at the 
beginning would make too long a story. I will 
be short. A year ago I left my country to travel a 
little. I came to France. At a ball given by the 
Duke de Lo6, 1 met Mademoiselle de B . I ob- 
tained an introduction to her, and we exchanged a 
few words. 

"This young lady pleased me so much that I 
resolved to marry her, or no other. No apparent 
obstacle stood in the way of our union. I was 
wealthy and nobly-born. The main question was 
to know whether I was beloved. I had no time to 
ascertain, for I had scarcely 'won admission to the 
duke's house, when I was unexpectedly recalled to 
Poland by my father. Eumors of impending car 
lamity agitated my country, and my father was not 
willing that his only son should be absent at such a 
moment. 

" I will not dwell upon the misfortunes of my 
countrymen. The blows which struck them re- 
echoed mournfully through the world. When you 
are told that Poland is tranquil, do not believe it. 
Every now and then she has crises, convulsions of 
agony. She will always number among her sons 
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ardent and devout patriots, wlio would give the last 
drop of their blood to ransom their country for its 
queen — the Virgin Mary. 

" For myself, I love my Poland, and will never 
admit that she can perish. 

"My father is a thorough gentleman and an 
ardent patriot. We invited two or three friends 
to sup with us on my arrival, and we were too 
unguarded in our conversation. The next day my 
father was arrested. Our demands for justice were 
unheeded, and, in defiance of all right, our estates 
were confiscated, and my father was exiled to Siberia. 

" All that could render my life happy was taken 
from me at a stroke : a father, tenderly loved, and 
the sole surviving member of my family ; a fortune, 
without which my fondest hopes could never be 
realized. Maddened by despair, I faced even my 
oppressors with the cry, * Long live Poland 1 ' Wish- 
ing to give to this dear country the residue of a life 
which could henceforth belong to no one, I joined 
that band of martyrs whom the year 1861 had 
spared. I was the most rash, perhaps the most des- 
perate, of them all, and yet I exhausted my strength 
in the conflict without receiving a wound* 



Digitized 



by Google 



ben£ie and FBANZ. 61 

" I will not weary yon with long, melancholy, 
and unavailing recitals — recitals of bloodshed and 
of cruelties so unprecedented that they now recur 
to me as an atrocious dream ! I did not win the 
death I sought ! At last I was in turn exiled. Dis- 
ease attacked me; I grew weaker every day. The 
sorrow which was consuming me had almost finished 
its deadly work. But, as my strength declined, an 
irresistible desire seized me. I would see Made- 
moiselle de B , and die near her abode. By 

stratagem, and with the help of the little money 
still left me, I succeeded in escaping and in coming 
here. 

" I saw her again at a distance — ^but I saw her, 
and I was content ! If you had not appeared, your 
servants would have killed me ; I should have died 
there a few steps from her, without her knowing it, 
for none would have sought in my poor, murdered, 
and sullied corpse the remains of Maksinski.** 

He was silent. 

I had listened without interrupting him ; and 

yet when he said, " I love Mademoiselle de B ," 

I felt a pressure at my heart. 

" What is the matter with you ? What now ? " 
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he asked, impatiently, when he saw that I did not 
speak. 

" And so you love Mademoiselle Angusta ? " I 
answered, seeking to recall my self-possession. 

<< Mademoiselle Augusta ! Who has said that ? 
who has thought it ? " cried he. 

" Kenee 1 " The name died away upon my lips. 

However firmly closed our hearts may be to 
egotism, that tyrant always intrudes through in- 
visible fissures. Fathers and brothers feel their 
hearts invaded by a pitiable sorrow when a man 
comes to them to ask in marriage a sister or a be- 
loved daughter. 

This revelation somewhat oppressed me. I 
passed from extreme suffering to a sort of childish 
jealousy. But there was consolation in this very 
jealousy. I could, perhaps, render some service tp 
my friend Ren6e. It was my duty to regard Mak- 
sinski as the other half of herself, and before long I 
did so regard him. 

" You love Mademoiselle Een6e, and yet you 
want to die ? " I said. " But you have no right to 
die ; you belong to her. She alone should disi)ose 
of your existence, and, I vouch for it, you will 
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not die before knowing her sentiments toward 
yotu" 

" By what right, monsieur, do you thns intrude 
into my life as a master t " asked the coimt. ^^ I 
wish you to understand that it is time I knew the 
reason why." 

I drew near Maksinski, and took his hand in 
mine. 

" Henceforth," said I, " we two exist for each 
other, since a woman unites us ! I have known the 

B family only since their sojourn at the farm, 

but Een6e has inspired me with one of those friend- 
ships which a brother feels for a sister." 

The count shuddered. 

"Do not be frightened. This friendship has 
nothing in common with your sentiments, and need 
not alarm you. If Kenee loves you, I shall not 
know an instant's tranquillity until I see you both 
happy. Look at me, gaze in my face, and say 
whether you are jealous of me or not." 

Our hands remained clasped for a moment. 
He looked at me intently. 

" I could not experience a sentiment like yours," 
he said. " I have never loved a woman with friend- 
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ship, when that woman was young and beautiful. 
But there is nothing exalted in him who can admire 
only what he understands. All that is really beau- 
tiful is indefinable. I believe you, for I suflEer less, 
and I almost hope." 

The man's natural greatness had triumphed over 
all lesser traits. 

" Be reassured," I said to him, " your love is no 
longer solitary ; it has a defender who will not for- 
sake it. I desire in the first place to know whether 
Ken6e loves you ; if she does not, I will try and 
influence her in your favor. Does she know your 
sentiments % " 

" Who could have told them to her % " 

"Everything! The speaking silence, a voice 
in her own heart. Such a sentiment cannot be 
ignored. In any event, if she has not divined your 
love, she will learn of it through me. But, as just 
now you can do nothing, you must remain concealed. 
Tour presence here must not be known. When you 
are better, you can leave for the city. You can re- 
main there while I act for you, and I will come to 
you and tell you of all I accomplish. If Een^e 
loves you, I answer for everything." 
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" But I have no longer a fortune. A man must 
have money in order to live." 

"Lhave a fortune — that is to say, we have one. 
Only promise me to obey, and, above all, to hope." 

" I hope ! " exclaimed Maksinski, with a grace 
that was very charming. " I do not question you 
in regard to the means which you will employ. I 
place my life in your hands, and I obey you. I 
shall leave here immediately." 

" But consider your health." 

" I am no longer ill. You ought to hasten, and 
I embarrass your movements. Adieu ! " 

" Wait I " I said, detaining him. " It is not so 
easy to leave. I take the door-key only when I go 
out, and we should be obliged to waken the farm- 
hands if we would have the door opened at this 
hour. We had best descend by the window. How 
are we to cross the pond ? In your weak state it 
wonld kill you to wade through the water ; but this 
water is not deep— I will carry you." 

" You treat me as if I were a woman." 

"As if you were my Een6e I " 

I fastened a rope to the balcony ; we descended 
into the garden, and followed a path which led along 
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the house. When we arrived under Rente's window 
I said to the count : 

" She lives here." 

He paused. 

" Do you ever come under this window in the 
evenings ? " he asked. 

"Never!" 

" But I should have come every night. Oh, how 
sweet this air is ! One breathes life from it." 

A rose-bush climbed the wall, and swayed its 
white blossoms to and fro, with faint perfume like 
that of tea. 

" You promise me the impossible ; allow me to 
have a little happiness now at this moment." 

So saying, Maksinski concealed himself in the 
rose-bush, and shook down involuntarily the roses, 
whose leaves fell around us in a shower of odorous 
snow. Fearing some act of folly on his part, I 
seized him in my arms, and hastened toward the 
pond. In this way only could I tear him from the 
place. 

"We arranged that he should meet me in the city. 



Digitized 



by Google 



CHAPTER X. 

" There is no such thing as useless affection.** . 

Almost every day the Duke de B walked 

out alone with Augusta. For the first time I 
watched for the moment of their departure. As 
Boon as Ken6e was alone, I went to her, fully re- 
solved not to waste precious moments in preambles, 
but to approach the important question at once. 

" I am sad," said Ben^e ; " I had a pretty white 

rose at my window, which gazed up into my face 

mornings to waken me, and which has disappeared. 

I have sought for it, but the wind has doubtless 

borne away its leaves, and this has made me dream.'* 

" Dream 1 of what ? Tell me— was it of love ? " 

« Of love ? What suggests that idea to you ? " 

So saying, she rose, walked across the parlor, and 

stood gazing out of the window. 



Digitized 



by Google 



68 BEN^iE AND FRANZ. 

" I beg your pardon," I said ; " I meant no harm. 
If Friendship questions, it is because she wishes to 
serve or to console." 

A moment of silence followed these words, 
Ben6e came and stood before me, and said in a voice 
full of emotion : 

" I am wrong; when I possess your confidence, I 
have no right to refuse you mine. Franz, I have 
loved, or rather I still love, a person who cares noth- 
ing for me; on this account I shall never marry. 
Have I told you enough ? Are you satisfied t " 

" You speak to me as if I were your judge." 

" No, but this secret had not hitherto left my 
heart ; I shuddered in feeling it pass my lips. Yes, 
I am unhappy, and this is why friendship has done 
me so much good. I have suffered a great deal, but 
since I met you my life has grown less sad. ' The 
man I love was rarely gifted — ^he was young, hand- 
some, and good ; and as you seem created to be my 
friend, he seemed created to be my husband ! I can 
tell you nothing more ; words cannot relate how an 
existence fades away little by little, and is efiaced 
at last. For one beautiful morning the sun rises, 
shines, and ascends the blue heavens ; then a doud 
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gathers, the sun's light is obscured, the birds grow 
silent, the flowers droop, and all the poetry of Na- 
ture vanishes amid the tears of the sky. Nothing 
can bring back that same morning. The next day 
the sun will rise again, but it will be upon another 
scene. This is a picture of the life of woman ; she 
has only one day, the day when she loves. So much 
the worse if that day be clouded." 

I laid my hand upon Ken6e's ; a tear fell from 
her eyes on my fingers. 

I was in a terrible anxiety. Would the utter- 
ance of one word, of one name, deprive me forever 
of the hope of saving a man's life, the hope of ren- 
dering my friend's life happy ? If she did not now 
love Maksinski, she would never love him, since she 
had irrevocably given her heart to some one. 

" I am in great embarrassment," I said, hesitat- 
ing. " Ought I to question you, or to respect your 
silence ? " 

" What do you wish to know further ? " 

" Would you tell me his name ? " 

She went to a small etdgerey took from it a pho- 
tograph-albxmi, and returned to me. 

" I will show him to you," she said. " See ! " 



Digitized 



by Google 



YO RENiiE AND FRANZ. 

She placed the picture before me. A mist 
bKnded my eyes, I made an effort of the will ; I 
advanced hurriedly and gazed. It was the comit ! 
Handsomer, certainly, than I had seen him, hat still 
himself. I laughed ; I wept ; I was almost out of 
my senses. 

"What is the matter with you?" cried Een6e. 
" Have you learned anything % Do you know him ? 
Have you seen him } Eranz ! the truth 1 I must 
have it ; tell me the truth ! I have courage to hear 
it. TeU me ! teU me ! Is he dead? " 

" He loves you ! " 

She uttered one cry, and fell into my arms. Her 
face was radiant. 

I went on speaking almost in a whisper : 

" Count Maksinski will become your husband, 
or he will die, as surely as the roses at your window 
shed their leaves last night." 

It was no longer the calm and dignified Ren^o 
upon whom my eyes rested; it was a trembling, 
passionate child. Lightnings flashed from her eyes. 
She pressed the young count's picture to her lips. 
Happiness quickened the beating of her heart, near- 
ly suffocating her. 
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" He lovefl me ? You have seen him ? He has 
been here % He has touched these flowers ? " she 
asked, in disconnected outbursts. 

I told her everything. She listened eagerly. I 
informed her that I was about to leave for "Warsaw, 
with a view to some possible arrangement of the 
count's affairs. In his efforts to regain liberty and 
fortune, he certainly had not been so persevering as 
I would be. I would neglefet no kind of investiga- 
tion, mediation, and eloquence. Ren^e cared noth- 
ing for fortune, but Maksinski would not be willing 
to subject her to poverty, nor would the duke sanc- 
tion such a course. An attempt must at least be 
made to smooth away these difficulties. I would 
answer for the future in every way, 

" Dear Franz, you are my good angel ! " said 
Een^e, throwing her arms about my neck as if she 
would have liked to kiss me. "^ 

At this very moment I perceived Augusta. She 
had entered imheard, and had seen Een^e's move- 
ment. 

" Your friendship appears to be growing very 
tender,'' she said, gazing angrily at us. ^^ Are you 
kissing I " 
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" No," said Een^e, simply, and apparently not 
in the least surprised at this outburst. " You are 
mistaken ; we are not kissing. We are merely say- 
ing good-by. Franz is going away." 

Augusta turned pale. 

" I am just setting ont on a long journey," I 
said. " I hope that you, too, will bid me good-by, 
mademoiselle." 

I held out my hand, but she did not take it. 

" Well, where are you going ? " she asked, with 
a haughtiness that repelled all familiarity. 

" To Poland ; perhaps to Eussia," I answered. 

" And when will you return ? " 

" I do not know." 

She remained on the threshold, and thus barred 
my passage. 

"In any event this departure does not sadden 
either of you very much ; you can speak of it laugh- 
ingly." 

" Why should we be sad t " asked Ren6e. " To 
friends, absence maybe a grief; but it is not an 
affliction." 

Augusta reflected for a moment ; BenSe sought 
to conceal her delight. 
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IIow happy I was in this delight to which I had 
contributed ! 

" When do you leave ? " asked Augusta. 

" This evening," 

"At what hour?" 

" At eight o'clock from the station, but at seven 
from here." 

" Leave here half an hour sooner. We are be- 
hind time at the farm ; I give you warning. You 
cannot say that I am unamiable." 

" I have never said so." 

" But you have thought so ? " 

"NotataU." 

^^Au revair / " she said, finally, leaving the door- 
way free. 

The duke was out hunting. I begged the young 
ladies to express to him my profound regret at not 
seeing him before my departure, and to assure him 
that my business was so urgent that I dared not 
lose a minute. Before leaving, I must meet Mak- 
sinski in the city, tell him that Ren^e loved him, 
and receive from him the necessary instructions for 
my journey. 
4 
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CHAPTER XI. 

^Between man and happiness stand wicked people: everybody— 
nobody I " 

I NOW went to take leave of tlie Toquins. Tliis 
was a pleasure ; for, ever since the beginning of my 

intimacy with the B family, their incessant teas- 

ings had seemed to say to me, "I defy you to go 
away." 

I entered the sitting-room where the farmer and 
his wife passed their stupid evenings together — ^he 
smoking over a mug of beer, she making awkward 
attempts at knitting. 

When I informed this worthy pair that I should 
leave Breithaus that very evening, Madame Toquin 
raised her gray eyes and gazed angrily at me. This 
was the lightning ; I could not doubt that the thun- 
derbolt was near at hand. 

To indemnify M. Toquin for the inconvenience 
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my sudden departure might cause him, I placed a 
bank-note on the table. 

" While your satchel is being packed, let us drink 
a parting glass of old wioe together," said the farmer. 

It is the custom in the country to drink at part- 
ing, and I could not refuse. 

"Poor Franz!" said Madame Toquin to me 
while her husband went into the cellar for a bottle 
of wine, " you are in a fair way to ruin your future. 
Well, now ! It is plain that you are going to take 
this journey for those De B s ; you leave every- 
thing for them, but they will repay you only with 
ingratitude. What I say is for your good. You 
have no one else to advise you." 

" I have my mother, surely." 

" I have mine also, but she has not prevented 
my doing foolish things. She did not prevent my 
marrying, for instance." 

M. Toquin reentered the room. "My wife 
blames you for going away, does she not t " he said. 
" She is right. You are a fine fellow ; you have a 
handsome fortune, without incumbrance ; I know 
plenty of rich and good-looking village girls near here 
whom you might have for tbe asking. You possess 
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everything needed to make yon happy. If, instead 
of enjoying what you have, you go chasing after the 
nobility, it is all over with you. These people never 
forget the distance between themselves and those 
whom they call of low birth." 

I began to lose patience. 

"Bah! bah!" suddenly interrupted Madame 
Toquin. " Pride has nothing at all to do with it. 
He is in love I " 

" In love ? " repeated Toquin. " That may be ! 
But, faith 1 in such things a man is not his own mas- 
ter, and when he sees, every day, these beautiful 
young ladies with their astounding dresses, theii* 
white faces, their eyes bigger than their mouths, it 
quite distracts his mind. I confess that, if I had 
not been married myself, I should have gazed oft- 
ener at the young demoiselles than at my clover- 
fields. Ah, these grand ladies! what airs they 
assume ! One would say that they flew rather than 
walked." 

" M. Toquin ! " exclaimed the farmer's wife, se- 
verely. 

The husband went on : " Ah ! yes, Franz, I un- 
derstand ! You have allowed yourself to be caught. 
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But speak of marriage, and you will see. And yet 
T have no doubt they rather like you." 

" Him 1 " exclaimed Madame Toquin, laughing. 
** Do you believe they care anything at all for him ? " 

" Certainly they care for him 1 He is a hand- 
some man. Hiven't you often said so to me ? " 

"Never!" 

" You are all the time saying so ! These young 
ladies, too, have eyes to see, and beautiful eyes at 
that ! He has wit also, and these young ladies have 
ears to hear; very little ears, it is true, but they 
hear all the better ! " 

"You are mistaken, I assure you," said I. " It 
would be indelicate on my part to allow such a sup- 
position to remain in your mind." 

" But which one of them loves him, then ? " asked 
Madame Toquin, as if thinking aloud. " It is not 
the tall one ; he talks too much to her, he is too free 
with her. It is the stout one, the duke's niece ; I 
am sure of it. I have seen her draw aside her cur- 
tain to gaze at him. She is proud ; she does not 
show what she thinks. But she is the one ! Oh, I 
am sure of it now ! " 

" It appears, Madame Toquin, that you know too 



Digitized 



by Google 



78 BENilE AND FBANZ. 

mndi of what is going on outside your own tome,'* 
said the farmer. ^^ All this is none of our business. 
Hold your tongue ! " 

To get angry would have confirmed them in 
their opinion ; I feigned indifference. 

"Very well!" said I; "think whatever you 
please. I can tell you only one thing : you are both 
mistaken. Good-by ! " 

And I left. 

It required something of an effort for me to 
leave the farm, so powerful was the tie that bound 
me there. But I thought of Ben^e, and started 
courageously on my way. 

I entered the forest which I had to cross. The 
night was falling. The moon silvered on one side 
the leaves, which the shadows bronzed on the other. 
They called to mind, as they swayed to and fro, the 
rustling which a bird makes in its flight. Every- 
thing murmured and whispered. The path, which 
was rather wide for one person, would have been 
just suitable for two. Warm vapors rose from the 
earth, and blent with the coolness of the night. I 
inhaled a sort of intoxication. Nature sometimes 
affects the soul just as wine does the body. I should 
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have thought it nothing supematnral to see some 
nymph flit past me among the mossy trees. 

Amid the thousand mysterious murmnrs of the 
forest I seemed to distinguish one more clearly than 
all the rest : I bent my ear to listen, but no longer 
heard anything. I walked on again ; the same sound 
still pursued me, but it grew fainter, and ceased as 
soon as I stopped. 

What could it be? 

I walked on rapidly, and perceived a white glim- 
mer appearing and disappearing in the windings of 
the path. It was a woman's dress, and its undefined 
folds swayed gently from right to left. I advanced, 
and discerned two women ; the one clad in brown, 
the other in white. They vanished at my approach. 
I passed on my way, but I had gone only a few steps, 
when the woman in white emerged suddenly from 
a. dump of trees, and stood before me. 

It was Augusta 1 

In the moonlight she had a pensive, melancholy 
air. "You do not understand why I am here," she 
said; "I will explain to you while we walk to- 
gether toward the edge of the forest." 

" Will you return home alone % " 
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" My maid came with me, and awaits me near 
by." 

" But," said I, " I cannot—" 

" Come, come ! " she interrupted, in a low voice, 
placing her arm in mine. " I wish it I " 

It was the first time that I had ever given her 
my arm. 

" You did not suppose," she continued, " that I 
woxdd let you depart without forcing from you an 
explanation of what I saw a little while ago ? Friend- 
ship authorizes many things, but the affection which 

you bear Mademoiselle de B should be too cold 

to go as far as caresses. "When I saw Renee throw 
her arms around your neck, I believed either that 
you had rendered her a great service, which is pos- 
sible, although not at all probable — ^upon this point 
I do not question you — or that you loved her with 
a sentiment deeper than friendship." 

" But what interest have you in knowing this % " 

" That is my secret 1 " 

" I swear to you — ^" 

" Do not swear. You could not convince me. 
Perhaps you do not really know what is passing in 
your own mind. For myself, I wish to know in 
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what manner yon love Eenee, and I wonld like to 
know within five minutes." 

She leaned more heavily on my arm, and gazed 
np into my face ; then, giving her voice a tender 
accent, which I had never heard in it before, she 
said, gayly : 

" Yon do not understand me at all." 

" That is true." 

" I did not wish you to imderstand me, but I 
have changed my mind to-day, and I am going to 
explain myself. You and I have different sensa- 
tions. In hearing music you weep and I sing. In 
gazing at the sunshine playing round the distant 
tree-tops you muse, while I go and seek coolness in 
their shadow. You love the sun for its light, I 
love it for its warmth. In affection, you seek to 
penetrate the soul, while I wish to enter directly 
into the heart. In short, you dwell among the 
clouds, and I upon earth." 

She ceased speaking. The path had grown so 
narrow that we walked close together. Her robe, 
swayed to and fro by the branches, floated around 
me. Her long blond curls, blown about by the 
evening breeze, lightly grazed my garments and my 
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face. Delicate perfumes were exhaled from the 
ribbons and muslins that she wore, and thrilled me. 
I shuddered. I could not recover my usual self- 
possession. I could not utter a word, not even a 
single word. Oh, that moment ! — ^I shall never for- 
get it ! 

Augusta saw my agitation; she left my arm, 
and gazed at me intently. 

"Poor Franz 1" she said. "I have learned 
what I wanted to know ; you do not love me, you 
adore me. You do not belong to Een6e ; you be- 
long to me. I thought it best to speak, because you 
are leaving Breithaus. I have no taste for suffer- 
ing, and I wanted to assure myself of your return, 
so that I might not be too sad at your departure. 
Now you can go. I have no fear. You will re- 
turn.'' 

And she fled. 

There was something so masculine and rude in 
the boldness of the declaration which this young 
girl had just made to me of my own love, that it 
greatly disconcerted me. I tried, but vainly, to re- 
assert manly dignity, and appealed unavailingly to 
my reason. But reason had deserted me. A fire 
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glowed in my veins, and rushed to my heart In 
this baleful honr I should have been capable of 
anything, good or evil. What living man, however 
strong, can say : "In aU circumstances of my Uf e 
I have been what I desired to be. No other self, 
whom I did not know, has ever yielded to sudden 
temptations that my usual self would resist % " 

This crisis was only momentary, but it cost me 
violent efforts to overcome it — ^to keep, from re- 
tracing my steps, and joining Augusta. 

Two hours afterward I was with Maksinski. 
How happy we are in being messengers of happi- 
ness to others I The count^s joy rose almost to 
delirium, and I saw cleariy that, knowing himself 
beloved, he would be likely to commit some folly 
if he remained near Ken^e. He could, however, 
by concealing his identity, be of service to me on 
my journey, and it was decided that he should ac- 
company me. I procured a passport for him as my 
brother. We agreed to use the familiar UKm in 
addressing each other, so that our relationship 
might appear probable. We set out on our jour- 
ney. I relied a little upon our lucky star, and a 
great deal upon our tact 
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The count had half divined the secret of my 
love for Augusta, and on the way he won a com- 
plete avowal from me, tmder the pretext that, as I 
knew his secrets, he ought to know mine. I told 
him everything, even to the forest scene. The 
count was Renee's other self, and confiding in him 
seemed only confiding in her anew. 

" Franz," he said, " every individual is a poor 
judge in his own love affairs. You need my coun- 
sels as much as I need yours. Listen, then, to me. 
You must learn self-control, or your infatuation 
may become egotism. I have sufficiently fathomed 
Augusta's nature to know that her happiness is at 
stake as well as yours. It is your duty to assure 
yourself that the love kindled in your heart has 
reached hers, and that it is not, as I believe, through 
want of other mental occupation that she has learned 
to love you." 

The count's words were a terrible blow to me, 
but I resolved to follow his advice at any cost. 
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** God is with those who love." 

"When otir journey was more than half accom- 
plished, we were joined by a traveling-companion, a 
gentleman perhaps fifty years of age. Enveloped to 
the chin in a wadded pelisse, the man produced 
upon us the effect of an enormous icicle in the mid- 
dle of August, and chilled us into silence. He was 
large and powerful, and of almost colossal stature. 
His most striking personal peculiarity was his long 
gray mustache, drooping slightly and then turning 
back with reflected hues of green and yellow. Every 
hair of his eyebrows stood out in a direction of its 
own, and the whole formed a thick, bushy mass, 
projecting with a ferocious air above the two eyes 
that, were far too small for the long, square face. 
These eyes, bristling with short, thick lashes, were 
like two caverns in whicb the man concealed his 
thoughts. The mouth was large and disdainful. 
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The forehead, high enough to ijidicate talent, was 
too flat to suggest genius. 

Maksinski told me that this man was a Sussian, 
and regarded him with entire unconcern, as an ob- 
ject he had been wont to behold from infancy. 

The man, when my glance met his, did not ap- 
pear to see me. He sat rigid and motionless as a 
graven image, and seemed to fear that it would de- 
tract from his dignity to make a gesture in our 
presence. His magnificent attitude did not intimi- 
date me ; it rather inspired me with an almost irre- 
sistible desire to laugh. This imposing gentleman, 
who was evidently amazed at his own condescension 
in doing the universe the honor of existing, struck 
me as a very amusing personage. Maksinski as- 
sured me that the stranger was nothing extraor- 
dinary, and that, as Russians were nearly all alike, I 
should see many others of the same sort. " Majes- 
ty is what these gentlemen seek first of all," he said, 
"and majesty precludes motion." 

I burst out laughing. Hilarity is contagious, 
and Maksinski laughed also, reprimanding me all 
the while for the impropriety into which I was lead- 
ing him. 
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The majestic gentleman remained in his state of 
stolid immobility. This crabbed gravity redoubled 
my merriment, which was becoming more and more 
daring. 

"How can we help it?" I whispered to the 
connt; "the evil is done. This emperor, who is 
traveling mcogmtOy regards me simply as an ill-bred 
fellow. To make ourselves uneasy will not condone 
our fault. I am resolved to act just as if we were 
alone." 

So saying, I took the envelope in which I had 
put the photographs of Mesdemoiselles Ben6e and 
Augusta, and began to gaze at them for the first 
time since we had been honored with this gentle- 
man's company. 

Maksinski stealthily took Rente's picture from 
me, and, after looking at it for a long time, reluc- 
tantly consented to return it. I was not willing to 
part with this dear image. 

An employ^ now knocked loudly at our door, 
and inquired our destination. I was delighted at 
the thought that our traveling-companion would at 
last be forced to utter one word. He did utter it, 
and a very unwelcome word it was. He, too, was 
going to Warsaw t 
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^^ I have a great mind to demand a seat in an- 
other car," said I. 

We reached Kattowitz. Maksinski would soon 
see his native land once more. 

A small river glided like a blue ribbon under our 
train, and I heard the conductor call out, " Grani- 
ca I " We had arrived at the frontier. 

Eegardless of the danger he incurred, the count 
exclaimed, " My beautiful Poland I " Then he add- 
ed in a low tone : "O my native land, I left you 
only to die, but you see me returning to you happy 1 
I have often breathed to you the name of her I 
love ; I shall often repeat it, now that she is to be 
mine, now that her name and mine are to form but 
one 1 " 

As we passed on, his face blanched at the sight 
of this ruined and devastated land, still humid with 
the blood of its sons. 

" O my country 1 " he sighed, and bowed his 
forehead. 

For some moments I dared not speak to him. 
Our Russian now, for the first time, gave a sign of 
life. Upon seeing the agitation Maksinski did not 
attempt to conceal, he honored him with a glance 
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that seemed to say, "AIl! you are a dog of a 
Pole I '^ 

The head of another employ^, in a shaggy and 
peaked cap, was thrust into our carnage to announce 
that we must descend and visit the custoDti-house, 
for the purpose of having our passports verified. 
We seized overcoats, wraps, and portmanteaus, in a 
hap-hazard way, and rushed out of the car. 

These rigid military forms, which greet the trav- 
eler as he enters Poland, are absurd and useless. 
Very diminutive soldiers with huge black beards 
and great white sabres are planted on each side of 
one's path, and pursue one with keen, penetrating 
glances. 

The pompous official, intrusted with the exami- 
nation of our passports, several times turned over 
that of Maksinski. He scanned alternately the 
paper and the young gentleman himself, whose 
high-bred face and glowing eyes awakened suspi- 
cions of a patriotism more ardent than might be 
found desirable. 

I asked gravely if there was any error in my 
brother's passport, and I assumed so innocent an air 
that the great man was reassured, and let us pass. 
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The Knssian, attended by a servant, followed us. 
He articulated, very distinctly, a name at the sound 
of which the hats of all the employes came ofiL We 
waited until he had taken his seat, and then entered 
a vacant compartment, believing ourselves forever 
rid of him. It is said that Destiny sometimes 
forces upon us the persons whom we seek to avoid. 
The Bussian was not to disappear from our exist- 
ence, and our meeting with him was to bring about 
a series of strange events. 

When I sought for the pictures of our young 
friends, to tell them that we had safely passed the 
frontier, I could not find them. I searched for 
them anew, Maksinski aiding me; but our quest 
was vain. The envelope must have fallen from 
my overcoat-pocket. The count's despair was even 
greater than my own, and he covered me with re- 
proaches. I questioned the conductor; he assured 
me that he had not seen the pictures. Just as the 
train was on the point of starting, I perceived the 
boyard's servant walking along the track. Upon 
seeing me he came up, and accosted me in Polish. 
I did not understand him, but Maksinski hastened 
to the door, and made some remark which the ser- 
vant interrupted with these words : 
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« Tak, tak, tak, tak, tak, tak." 

The signal for departure was given, the conver- 
sation ended, and the servant disappeared. Mak- 
sinski then interpreted to me the strange jargon 
which I had heard. 

^' My friend," said he, ^^ the Bussian has sent to 
inquire of us if we have lost anything. He has 
doubtless found our photographs, but did not like 
to tell his servant." 

"A discreet, well-bred Muscovite," exclaimed I. 

'^ He is a man who understands the proprieties, 
you see." 

" And a man very well preserved for his age ; 
he must be exceedingly old." 
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" Old wood takes fire more readily than green." 

Upon halting at the next station we rushed to 
the boyard. He took our envelope from his pocket, 
but did not change his favorite position. Although 
still careful to preserve his aristocratic dignity, he 
condescended to speak — ^and even spoke French 1 

This man spoke ! 

" After your departure," he said, indifferently, 
" I found these pictures — ^photographs of your sis- 
ters, I fancy t " 

" These young girls are not our sisters," replied 
Maksinski, " but they are none the less dear to us, 
and we thank you a hundred times." 

" I ought to thank you," said the Russian, al- 
most smiling, " for I was obliged to examine the 
contents of the envelope to assure myself that it 
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did not belong to me, and I owe you the pleasure of 
having seen two very pretty young persons." 

Maksinski handed me Augusta's picture, but 
wanted to retain Eenee's. I would not consent. 

Our traveling-companion smiled as he saw Mak- 
sinski's disappointed mien. Without appearing to 
notice us, he really watched all our movements. 

I drew the count to the farther end of the rail- 
way-carriage. 

" Why should we not try to cultivate this Rus- 
sian's friendship ? " I asked. **TB[e could, perhaps, 
do something for us.'' 

" He could do everything ; but in our position 
great personages are dangerous ; and, besides, I do 
not desire favors from a Russian." 

" A man of his class would never descend to 
the giving up of an outlaw." 

" No, but he might not deign to assist us." 

"We are not sure of that." 

" He has been only polite." 

" He is inquisitive. In any event, as we may 
never again have the opportunity of being so near 
a powerful man, let me see what I can do." 

The train stopped. 
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" Monsieur," said I, *' we will no longer discom- 
mode you by occupying this carriage, where you 
prefer to be alone." 

^^ You do not discommode me in the least, and I 
should regret having you leave me, now that we 
have traveled so long together." 

'^ Then allow me to present to you my friend. 
Count Maksinski." 

"You are a Pole," he said to Maksinski; "I 
divined it at once; the nationality is impressed 
upon your face." 

"And you are a Russian, I think?" returned 
Maksinski. 

"lam." 

" Russia and Poland are two countries that do 
not love each other very much," I said, laughing. 

" The nation does not mean the individual," ob- 
served the Russian. 

Maksinski was somewhat reassured. I added : 

" My name is Franz ; I am a farmer and landed 
proprietor." 

"Well," said the boyard, "as you have intro- 
duced yourselves to me in rather a peculiar fashion, 
you make it my duty to introduce myself to you." 
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"Why so?" interrupted I. "We are well 
enough acquainted. You have done us a very great 
favor ; what more is necessary ? Many people whose 
names we have known a long time have never given 
us a pleasure." 

My discretion pleased him. 

"I am really delighted to have met you," he 
said, with a patronizing air. " No persons interest 
me so much as travelers, and especially travelers 
who lose such pretty photographs." 

Maksinski frowned. 

" Our situation," replied I, « is certainly a very 
unique one." 

" This is evident, even in its details. But I see 
that only one of the two pictures pleases your 
friend." 

" It is the picture of his betrothed, or rather of 
the lady whom he desires to marry. There are, 
however, some little diflSculties in the way, and to 
remove these is the errand that is now taking us to 
Poland." 

" But you keep the pictures of the two young 
women— you, who are betrothed to neither of them ? 
This is something I do not imderstand." 
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" It is very simple. I love them both." 

"Do you think that simple? Ton must then 
feel love for the one, and friendship for the other ? " 

« That is the exact truth." 

" And you, too, are beloved, monsieur ? " 

" Oh, I do not knovr as to that I In any event, 
if the one I love were to give me her heart, she 
would have to become a peasant like myself, for I 
do not wish to change my position." 

" That is very romantic. And you believe that 
this young girl would be capable of such a sacrifice ? " 

" I believe nothing, and, besides, I hope nothing." 

The Eussian, after a moment's reflection, added : 

" And so neither one of these two marriages is 
fully decided." 

He turned away to search for cigars in his port- 
manteau, and offered some to us. 

" But you have not told me the names of these 
yoimg ladies," he said. 

" You ought to know them." 

" You pique my curiosity amazingly with these 
half-phrases. To lead me to believe that I may 
possibly be acquainted with these young ladies is 
to compel me to wish to know who they are." 
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Maksmski nudged my elbow, with an anxiety 
that did not escape the boyard's notice. 

"Your friend the count dislikes to have you 
converse with me," he said. " I believe that he 
doubts the discretion of a Russian." 

"Not when he promises me to keep silence," 
said MaksiDski, frankly. 

" Well, then, I promise you secrecy." 

"This promise, monsieur," resumed I, "is not 
the only reason which decides me to speak. I be- 
lieve that we inspire you with some interest, and, 
when traveling in a foreign country, one is happy 
to meet persons who, perhaps, may consent to be 
of service to him. One of these young ladies is the 

daughter of the Duke de B ^ the other is his 

niece." 

" The Duke de B , formerly embassador?" 

"The same." 

" I have often met him. But I know his daugh- 
ter and niece only by their reputation for beauty.^' 

We arrived at Warsaw. 

"I take pleasure in thinking we may meet 
again," said the Russian. " I shall remain some 
days in the city. At what hotel do you stop ? " 
6 
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" It will be easy to find us," replied the count, 
" only one hotel is possible here." 

" That is true. Au revoir, gentlemen," said the 
boyard, as he left us. 

" Shall you call on this man?" asked the count. 

" No ; he will call on us." 

"Listen to me, my friend. You do not un- 
derstand the Russian character. I understand it, 
and I tremble at your temerity. This man must 
have a reason for the change in his attitude toward 
us." 

" He evidently has a reason ; otherwise he would 
be of no use to us. I half know of what he is 
thinking." 

" And I wholly know. One of our photographs 
pleases him. He thought at first that these young 
girls belonged to the petty Icyurgeoisie^ and now he 
is much more embarrassed by the discovery of their 
rank than of our love." 

" If it is Ren6e whom he loves, we will not ac- 
cept any service from him ; but if it is Augusta, I 
shall venture to utilize the pretensions of this gray- 
beard by giving that proud young girl an opportu- 
nity of choosing between the boyard and me. I 
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shall know at last whether pride or love has most 
influence over her." 

" So far as your love is concerned, you are per- 
haps right ; but, so far as our business here is con- 
cerned, you are insane ! Here is a man powerful, 
talented, wealthy, full of experience : do you, ^ho 
know only the fields, presume to play upon him as 
upon an accordion ? It is madness 1 " 

" Eemember this : in intrigue as well as in love, 
young men always reach their goal sooner than old 
men. While the latter are seeking which is the 
better path, the former are already far on the way. 
Experience reasons, youth acts. Just leave the 
management of this business to me." 
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" Happiness is like a garment : the same one does not fit everybody." 

The next day I went out alone, for the purpose 
of occupying myself in Maksinski's behalf. I re- 
called the Eussian's name, which was Katchkoflf. 
I inquired my way to the house where he was 
stopping, and went there, posting myself as an ob- 
server at a short distance from the windows. 

Several times through the interstices of the half- 
open curtains I saw his huge mustache appear and 
disappear, and his glance wander from the sky to 
the roofs of the houses. He had an unquiet, mel- 
ancholy air. 

Decidedly, he was in love. 

I returned to the hotel. Maksinski informed 
me that, during my absence, a servant had left word 
that M. Katchkoff would receive me this very day. 

I left immediately, and went to call on the Eussian. 
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As he had summoned me, it was his place to 
open the conversation. When the customary greet- 
ings were over, I sat down and waited. 

" Since yesterday," he began, after a momentary 
pause, '* I have several times thought of you, and 
of what you said to me. Ton gave me to under- 
stand that I could assist you. Tell me, what can I 
do for you t " 

" Whatever you choose to do." 

" Tou exaggerate my power. But go on." 

"I can speak all the more freely because my 
friend is absent. A misunderstanding temporarily 
deprives the count of his fortune, and we have come 
here to seek redress." 

"In what manner have the count's interests 
been compromised ? " 

" His father and himself are exiled for political 
offenses; their estates have been unjustly and ty- 
rannically confiscated. The count has been obliged 
to pass as my brother in order to enter Poland with- 
out incurring the risk of arrest. The confidence I 
am placing in you attests my high opinion of your 
discretion." 

"I understand you: your object is to recover 
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liberty and fortune for tMs father and son. But 
are you very sure tliat in the event of failure Ma- 
demoiselle de B will remain faithful to the 

count ? Who can answer for woman ? " 

" I can answer for Mademoiselle Ken6e ; I feel 
sure that she will never change. She is not a girl to 
care for money, and her father will not oppose her 
wishes. So, whatever happens, Mademoiselle de 

B will marry Maksinski. It is, nevertheless, 

desirable that in marriage everything should answer, 
as far as may be, the requirements of society." 

" You are right, and I do not refuse to aid you." 

As he approached the all-important question, he 
seemed deeply agitated. He was evidently saying 
to himself that, if Ren6e were the one he preferred, 
the marriage need not be hastened. 

" Would you allow me," he asked, " to see the 
pictures of these young ladies again ? " 

I handed him the photographs. He gazed al- 
ternately at the young girls, dwelling no longer 
upon one picture than on the other. His agitation 
increased. 

« Which one % " thought T— « which one ? " 

" I have no recollection of having seen them," 



Digitized 



by Google 



BEN&E AND FRANZ, 103 

he said ; " but they are both charming. Which one 
is the connt to marry ? " 

He had finally risked the momentous question. 

" Which one ? " repeated I. " Look ! guess ! " 

I ventured upon this unheard-of liberty, know- 
ing that it would be pardoned in a mere peasant like 
myself. 

" This is the count's betrothed," he said, at last, 
showing me Augusta's picture. 

" Why do you think so ? " 

" Because she has a noble air, and seems formed 
to wear a coronet. The other is taller, more slender, 
more attractive, perhaps ; but this one is a queen." 

"And yet she is not the one that the count 
loves." 

He gave a little burst of laughter. It was Au- 
gusta who had pleased him. 

I was prepared for this discovery, and yet it 
was extremely painful to me. 

" Ah, ha 1 " said he. " And so it is this one 
who wants to transform herself into a peasant- 
woman ? " 

" No, it is not she who wishes it ; but, if I were 
loved by her, I should wish it. Let us suppose, 
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monsieur, that you took a fancy to many a rustic 
maiden : would you not insist upon knowing if she 
could live in your world without being a constant 
source of humiliation to you ? " 

" Perhaps so. But how long will the trial last ? " 

" It will last until I am fully convinced." 

" This is an extreme resolution. Shall you per- 
sist in it?" 

"I shall." 

The little eyes all at once grew radiant. 

" Come, now ! Let us return to that affiiir of 
the count's," he said, eagerly. " Write down names 
and instructions. I promise you that everything 
shall be satisfactorily arranged." 

The game was won. O god of love, what 
mayst thou not exact from thy old servitors! 
This haughty boyard was at our command. 

" All will go well," he said, in conclusion, "for 
you do not solicit favors, you demand justice. 
These Maksinskis are patriots, and not revolution- 
ists." 

He rang, and called for his carriage. 

" I hope for a speedy and favorable solution," 
he added. "I shall not meet you again during 
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your stay in Warsaw, but you will hear from me. 
Until then, wait, and do nothing at all, imless to 
collect the necessary documents for the count's 
marriage. He need have no hesitation about ap- 
pearing in public; for the present he incurs no 
danger, as he is under my protection. You must 
place entire confidence in me ; I serve you only on 
this condition. Will you wait ? " 

" I promise you to wait." 

" Wait, then, and do not bore yourself. War- 
saw is a pretty, coquettish city. She laughs amid 
her tears. Try to laugh also, and to amuse your- 
selves. If you need funds to enable you to prolong 
your stay, here is a letter of credit on my banker. 
You will soon be able to discharge the debt, for 
fortune is coming back to your friend. I have 
taken a great liking to you, Franz, and I am going 
to prove it by my actions." 

We had started on oUr journey without any 
well-grounded hope for the success of our projects ; 
and here, even before our arrival at Warsaw, we 
had met the man who had power to change our 
slight hope into a solid reality. Providence had 
aided us. 
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I told Maksinski everything, bat he Btill dis- 
trusted KatchkoflE. 

" In spite of his fair promises, I am afraid of 
this Russian," he said. "Our enemies give us 
nothing, except their hatred, spontaneously. In 
placing himself at our disposal, this man must feel 
very sure that he can somehow repay himself out 
of our happiness." 

Maksinski also distrusted Augusta. I knew 
this, and it grieved me. 

" Ah, well 1 " I said, " I want to test this mat- 
ter fully. A woman twenty years old, who can 
marry a man like that, is not worthy of being 
loved." 

A fortnight passed, but no tidings came. Mak- 
sinski lost patience. At last, he received a letter 
from Ren^e. 

" I ought to complain," she wrote, " that, know- 
ing my anxiety, you have not reassured me by say- 
ing that your journey bade fair to result favorably. 
But I am too happy to remember past disquietude. 
Yesterday, M. Katchkoff, a personal friend of the 
Emperor of Russia, came to visit us. The Marquis 
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de Maksinski, your father, had commissioiied him 
to solicit my hand for you. 

" M. Katchkoff, whom we besieged with ques- 
tions, told us that you would be obliged to remain 
in Warsaw until the day that this letter reaches 
you. Tour signature is necessary, it seems, to 
legalize the docnments which shall restore to you 
your estates. Ton are very rich, monsieur. I do 
not care for riches, but my father declares that they 
never come amiss, and I am happy in the thought 
of your happiness. We await you." 

Maksinski gazed at me in astonishment, as 
though asking some explanation. 

Decidedly, one should profit by the services 
of none but intelligent people. Our Eussian had 
been a magnificent idea. 

"My father still lives," exclaimed my friend. 
" He is free ; I shall see him again, and embrace 
him 1 Een6e will be my wife 1 Oh, I shall lose 
my reason 1 " 

But the letter did not end here. It went on : 

"M. Katchkoff is a blessed messenger. He will 
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remain several days with us. We like hiin exceed- 
ingly. He says that Franz is the author of all our 
good-fortune. 

" Dear Franz I both you and I owe all our hap- 
piness to him, and I would like that he in turn 
should owe something to me. I have been speak- 
ing about him to Augusta. She declares that she 
does not wish to remain single after my marriage, 
and she wants me to ask Franz his opinion on that 
subject. My father smiles, and ojffers no opposi- 
tion. Two marriages at once — is not that delight- 
ful? 

" I have not told you that I love you. I will 
tell you so hereafter, in all the actions of my life. 

"Eenee de B — :' 

On learning that I was free to marry Augusta 
I ought to have yielded to my happiness; but I 
somehow did violence to nry own nature. 

"And you, too, are happy 1" exclaimed the 
count. 

"Not yet. I shall answer Augusta as I- an- 
swered the Muscovite : this marriage is impossible 
unless she consents to adopt my manner of life. 
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KatchkofPs visit is a fortunate thing for me ; it will 
solve ail my doubts. He has introduced himself to 

the B family; he has entered their honse in 

the double character of benefactor and influential 
man. We see him there, petted and adored 1 He 
thinks he is pushing his own interests, but he really 
is promoting mine. He dazzles them — so much 
the better 1 " 

"Ah, Eranz, you have an atrocious courage; 
you tear open your heart to see what there is within 
it. Tou are right, but you are going to suffer 
terribly." 

I grasped Maksinski's hand. 

" "Would you wish me to marry Augusta simply 
because the chance of losing her had not occurred ? " 
I asked. " Would you yourself want to marry a 
woman who could give herself to that old man ? " 

«0h, nol" 

The Marquis Maksinski, with his entirely primi- 
tive ideas of right, recognized in these events which 
we had brought about only a simple return to jus- 
tice. Exile had impaired his health ; it was neces- 
sary and even imperative that he should remain in 
his native country ; he was already on the way, and 
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would soon arrive. He could not go to France, 
but the count and countess could visit him in Po- 
land immediately after their marriage. In any 
event, he would not delay his son's happiness, and 
he charged him not to tarry in Poland, but to de- 
part at once, so that he might return there the 
sooner with his bride. 

We therefore left Warsaw as soon as Maksinski 
had given the signatures required of him. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

**Man7 people promote our interests, while they think they are 
only promoting their own," 

The B family had left Breitliaus during 

our absence and returned to the city, where Katch- 
kofFhad also arrived. 

We repaired the disorder in our toilets, caused 
by two days and nights' journeying, and went to 
call on the Russian, who certainly had a right to 
our first visit. 

He accepted our thanks with the greatest mod- 
esty. His task would not be finished, he said, arch- 
ly, until the day of my marriage with Augusta. He 
declared that he had tried to infiuence her decision 
by extolling my worth and talent, and by enthusi- 
astic descriptions of rural life, of sylvan enchant- 
ments, and of family joys. I thanked him, but im- 
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plored him to have the kindness to leave everything 
to me. " I, on the other hand," I said, " will extol 
the gay world, with its wealth, luxury, and pleas- 
ure. I will remind her of the delight of being 
admired, of the happiness of being beautiful and of 
displaying her charms. Winters are very gloomy 
at the farm. A husband soon becomes monotonous. 
Beauty seeks glances, as much as glances seek 
beauty. A woman, may lean upon the arm of one 
man only, but she has constant need of new homage. 
I shall repeat all these things to her, until her mind 
finds them distastefal and repels them." 

KatchkoflE repressed the smile which T saw flit- 
ting over his face. Then, abruptly changing the 
conversation, he asked : 

" Did you go to the theatre while in "Warsaw, 
and what did you see ? " 

"I went," replied I, "and I saw an old op- 
eretta — * Les Deux Aveugles.' There is a charming 
scene in this piece: the two pretended blind per- 
sons play cards together. One is as wily as the 
other, and both cheat so well that they at last ren- 
der the game even." 

" Como, come 1 " said Katchkoff, tapping me on 
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the shoulder ; ^^ if I wanted to detest you I should 
find it impossible, for I hate none but fools." 

We took our leave. 

^* There is a Russian to whom I owe my for- 
tune," exclaimed Maksinski; "but I would have 
liked to strangle him a moment ago. It was time 
for him to explain himself. He is a man who 
esteems you, and who is in love with Augusta. 
But it is as imperatively necessary for her to under- 
stand his nature as it is for you. Your two prob- 
lems require but one solution: Augusta, if suited 
to him, cannot possibly be suited to you." 

The Duke de B greeted us with tears in 

his eyes. When Ren6e saw Maksinski, she blushed, 
and cast down her long, dark lashes. The two ex- 
changed a few words, to which I did not listen. 
How they loved each other ! 

Augusta did not appear. 

After thanking me with a smile — ^and such a 
smile 1 — ^Ren6e made me seat myself near her. 

"We have prepared a surprise for you," she 
said. " I see that your eyes are seeking Augusta. 
She is at Blaue Blumen with your mother, serving 
her apprenticeship as mistress of the house. She 
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wishes to relieve you of all anxiety in regard to the 
future, by proving to you beforehand, by proving 
to herself, perhaps, that there is nothing so dreadful 
in country-life. My father very much fears that 
she may change her mind, and that she is only act- 
ing a little rural comedy. But my cousin is twenty 
years old ; she is her own mistress. My father loves 
you ; he has consented, and, for my part, I have 
confidence in you both." 

"With both you and Augusta," I said, "I 
shall have possessed all the happiness that a mortal 
can know 1 " 

" Not a word more 1 " replied Ken6e, playfully, 
and yet chidingly. " Augusta went four days ago, 
and will not return here until my marriage. I have 
received a letter from her, in which she asks to see 
us all. We will go with you." 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 

" First impulse is more generous than permanent" 

A FEW hours later, Ren^e, her father, and I, 
were on the way to Blaue Blumen. The duke 
rallied me pleasantly regarding my exactions, and 
jested over the number of years I would be likely 
to pass at Blaue Blumen after my marriage. He 
also proposed to tease his niece in regard to her pas- 
toral romance. He meant to make us both pay 
something for his complaisance. 

Wishing to surprise Augusta, we got down from 
the carriage before our arrival at the farm. I led 
the way. 

We entered softly. 

" There she is 1 " Ren6e said to me, in a whisper, 
pointing, as she spoke, to a young woman engaged 
in giving orders to the maid-servants. We stood 
near by for some moments before she perceived us. 
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For the first time I believed in the possibility 
of Augusta's becoming my wife. She looked like 
a veritable peasant-woman, her rich complexion 
only rendering the alteration more complete. I 
was amazed and bewildered. She had arranged all 
her hair in one heavy braid, after the manner of our 
country-women. This simplicity showed the luxu- 
riance and beauty of her blond tresses, even more 
than their usually elaborate arrangement. A calico 
dress with soft, flat folds displayed the graceful 
outlines of her form, and fell straight to her ankles. 
A woolen corsage imprisoned the breast which had 
hitherto known contact only with silk or muslin. 
The white, flowing sleeves left the round, white 
arms two-thirds bare. The little feet in their 
leather shoes peeped out from beneath the short 
skirt, and I could not help thinking that the less a 
woman is clothed the more beautiful she is. 

Never had my love for Augusta been so ardent. 
She spoke to our servants. Her voice had a de- 
cided tone, which I had never heard in it before 
— ^a tone which gave assurance that she would be 
obeyed. A sheaf of straw had fallen down ; she 
seized it in her own hands, and flung it back. The 
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duke and Een^e could not restrain their laughter ; 
for myself I stood there spellbound. Augusta's 
zeal surpassed my hopes. There was, in truth, 
something of exaggeration in her conduct, but I did 
not wish to give any token that I remarked it. 

Augusta stepped forward to welcome us. She 
conducted us into the house, and had refreshments 
served for us. She talked about rural matters with 
a piquant, knowing air that was very becoming to 
her; one would have said that she. had lived her 
whole life on a farm. 

" Mademoiselle is so strict and so intelligent," 
said my mother, surprised that the servants already 
regarded Augusta as their mistress, without really 
knowing who she was. " My only fear is, that she 
will become fatigued." 

" Oh, no ! I am not getting fatigued," replied 
Augusta; "a little exercise does me good. And 
then all this amuses me, and my costume pleases 
me exceedingly." 

After our lunch, we walked over the farm. Au- 
gusta had joined her uncle and her cousin, who were 
probably asking her how she liked the new life. I, 
meantime, conversed with my mother. 
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^^You must think me insane in loving Made- 
moiselle de B ," I said. 

" Oh, no 1 but why is it not the other one % " she 
asked, raising her eyes, moist with tears, to mine. 
^^ It is a pity I Mademoiselle Augusta does not at 
all resemble Een6e." 

At this moment, the duke came to announce to 
us that the carriage was ready. 

Augusta ran up to me and detained me, placing 
her arm in mine. 

"Where are you going now, monsieur?" she 
asked. " Is it to some part of the world a great 
way off from here ? " 

I wanted to leave, for I felt that to see Augusta 
longer would be my undoing, in case she should 
come to abandon me. 

" Leave 1 " she added in a sweet yet provoking 
tone. " Go away 1 — ^go away, then ! '' 

I could even yet withstand the young girl I had 
known at Breithaus, but not this one. Augusta, 
with her rustic dress, with this love in her heart, 
with her tender yet comic air, was irresistible. 
Passion only can work these transformations. 

They are generally of brief duration, but they 
charm and infatuate us. 
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" You fancy that you have the strength to go 
away," she said, thrusting her pretty, smiling face 
closer to mine. " You really ^muse me very much." 

I could not resist. I ran to the ccHeche^ where 
M. de B and Eenee were already seated. 

" Good-by," I said to them ; " I cannot go away 
from here. Forgive me." 

" I was sure you would remain," replied the duke, 
laughing. "I expect you all in the city on my 
daughter's wedding-day." 

The carriage drove away. 
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CHAPTEE XVIL 

*' Passion is not love." 

AuausTA was triumpliant. 

" Well, you did not go away, did you ? Tou 
are still here, I perceive 1 " she said to me, malicious- 
ly. " Have you no more courage than that ? You 
see that I have yielded to your wishes; that I have 
transformed myself into a rustic lass. I wanted to 
prove to you that, if it is difficult for a peasant- 
woman to transform herself into a great lady, it is 
easy for a great lady to adopt your customs. Bat I 
reserve the right of protest. Tou distrust my heart ; 
that is my own fault, and I cannot blame you. I 
have not been frank with you; in some circum- 
stances frankness is not allowable. You want the 
truth, monsieur ; here it is : family, society, all na- 
ture, everything I care for, centre in you. Were 
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the Tmiverse diBSolving, I should ask myself if you 
were in danger, and I should laugh at the rest. I 
love you I Oh, what a relief it is to say so ! I love 
you! — ^I love youl Have I said it enough? Do 
you understand perfectly ? Would you like to have 
me say it again \ " 

My whole being trembled with happiness. 

" I have never before loved any one," she con- 
tinued, " not even my own relatives. This is sad, 
but it is the truth. It may be that God is punish- 
ing me to-day, in willing that my master should be 
a man of position lower than my own, a man whom 
I would have preferred to regard always with proud 
disdain. This is why, upon our first acquaintance, 
I struggled so violently and so madly against my- 
self. I was so ashamed, and so angry, that I wanted 
to hate you." 

Even at this moment she remembered the dis- 
tance which separated us, and reminded me of it. 
This pained me, and she remarked my sadness. 

" It is in my power to change your condition," 

she said. " I could insure you a brilliant future. 

Why do you not desire it ? My uncle would open 

your way to a high career. You do not wish it ? 

6 
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Well, then, remain as you are : we two can live well 
enough on what we have already." 

I preferred to renounce the only joys I could 
know in love, henceforth, rather than incur the risk 
of rendering Augusta unhappy at a later day. " My 
resolution is unalterable," I said ; " do not seek to 
change it." 

She threw back her head resolutely. "Well, 
then, it is decided," she said, gayly. " Now kiss me 
for our betrothal." 

She bent down her forehead to my lips. These 
sudden transports, which surprised my heart and 
deprived me of my reason, were peculiarly her own. 

" I adore you," I said. 

Scarcely had I uttered these words, when she 
was in my arms. I pressed her close to my heart ; 
her hair lightly touched my lips. She broke from 
me with a smile which resembled gratitude rather 
than reproach, and then, pushing me gently from 
her, she said : 

" I will do everything you wish ; do you under- 
stand? I will wear this calico gown, and I will 
make cakes for Sunday. When I am your wife you 
will kiss me, and then we shall be even." 
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She seemed oppressed for breath, as if she had 
been ruiming. Eecovering her voice, she added : 

" You will love me a great deal, will yon not ?" 

How happy I was through the two brief days 
that followed I Augusta held me in thrall by im- 
heard-of fascinations. Now she would rivet her 
sparkling eyes upon me — now she would compla- 
cently place herself beneath my gaze, and let me 
become intoxicated with her beauty. It almost 
seemed as if she wanted to make me lose my senses. 
My mind became so overwrought that all sorts of 
fancies began to enter my brain. My infatuation 
grew so intense that it assumed a form akin to de- 
lirium, and began to alarm me. I asked myseH if 
I was not formed for friendship rather than love. 
As I recalled her words, " I love you, I love you ! " 
I felt the blood rush madly through my veins and 
dash itself against my heart. At such moments I 
suffered poignant anguish; I seemed stifling for 
lack of air. 

One night when my mother heard me walking 
up and down my chamber, she sent for the physi- 
cian, who arrived at dawn. He gave orders that I 
should remain in bed for a few hours. When he had 
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gone, I sprang from the bed, and watched for his 
departure from the house. I wanted to see if Au- 
gusta was anxious about me, and would question 
him. She in fact stood outside ; she was awaiting 
him! 

The doctor said a few words to my mother, 
which I could not hear distinctly, and she seemed 
folly reassured. Augusta followed the doctor, and 
they passed directly under my window. 

They talked in a low tone, and I caught these 
disconnected phrases as they fell from the physi- 
cian's lips: "Love is dangerous — ^be prudent — ^I 
should hope — I would have preferred — a sister." 
Augusta seemed deeply agitated. I reproached my- 
self for having doubted her. I vowed mentally to 
immolate all my distrust after our marriage, and to 
live wherever she desired. She loved me, the adorar 
ble child, and what could I ask more ? But I would 
continue this trial to the end. 
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CHAPTER XVni. 

<< Mothers have eyes in their hearts.*' 

The time for Een^e's marriage had arrived. We 
were to leave Blaue Blmnen the next day. It was 
evening, supper was over, but we still sat in the 
dining-room. Augusta, who had not risen from the 
table, rested her elbows nonchalantly upon it. 

" I have one desire," she said to me, " and it is 
not to go to my cousin's wedding. I know all that 
you are going to say, about my uncle, Ken^e, and 
everybody. But I am content to remain here ; I do 
not want to go away." 

"But why?'' 

" You will laugh at me." 

"Sayonl" 

" Well, then ! I should be ashamed to show my 
hands." 
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And she laid them flat on the table before 
her. 

"Tour hands? For my part, I like them so 
much just as they are now 1 " I said, seizing the 
hands, and kissing them passionately. 

" Ah ! " sighed she, " what would one not do for 
a kiss Uke that?" 

She left me without another word, and went to 
her own room. I made a solemn vow that after our 
marriage I would not allow her to tarnish the satin 
of her fingers. Should I not be sure of her hence- 
forth? 

My mother had risen as if to follow Augusta ; 
she paused suddenly. 

"Perhaps I am about to cause you needless 
disquiet," she said to me, "but I suspect Au- 
gusta." 

" Nothing in her conduct since she has been here 
justifies your distrust." 

"She loves you, but she has the love fever I 
Unfortunately, it is a transient malady." 

" It will end in her marrying me." 

" The marriage is not so unequal as it seems. 
Augusta was ambitious; she has already refused 
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many worthy Buitors. Who knows if the fear of 
never finding what she would have wished does not 
influence her decision to marry a plebeian who is in 
fact richer than she \ I am not sure of all this, but 
I fear it." 

" Do you believe it % " 

She did not reply. I had faith in my mother. 

" I thank you," I said. " You do well to fore- 
warn me. I may perhaps find strength to bear 
the calamity when it comes ; but if it should 
come and find me unprepared, it would kill 
me." 

My mother uttered a cry. 

Rente's marriage was to me one of those relig- 
ious solemnities which for the moment transform 
man into a purely spiritual being. Everything 
around him disappears, and whether it be an illu- 
sion of the senses, or an instinctive aspiration tow- 
ard unknown elements, he is in a really supernat- 
ural state. 

The outer world was obliterated. I beheld noth- 
ing save the outlines of two forms — ^Maksinski and 
Ren6e at the foot of the altar. I heard celestial 
melodies. The smoke of the incense rose in a dense 
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cloTid, and I imagined I saw this beloved pair united 
in the skies. 



All present had left the nave for the sacristy, 
except myself, who still remained kneeling. I had 
not remarked any one's departure. 

" Come, Franz 1 " said Maksinski, " we are seek- 
ing yon everywhere." 

Elatchkoff and I were the witnesses. 

Upon leaving the church, we repaired to the 
duke's house with a few intimate friends. The 
young married pair, a few hours afterward, set out 
for Poland, where the Marquis Maksinski was await- 
ing them. It was decided that upon their return 
they should make their home near the Duke de 
B . 

I was not very sad at Een6e's departure. The 
sentiment with which she had inspired me was so 
peculiar, she seemed so much a part of me, that I 
believed her always present. 

The duke wished his niece to remain with him 
for two or three days. Augusta made no objection. 
She saw the necessity of tarrying and giving orders 
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to the servants, so that the household affairs might 
proceed henceforth without'a mistress. 

The three days which we had designed passing 
in the city lengthened into two weeks. KatchkoflE 
called every day at the dnke's house. Augusta was 
well aware of the sentiments with which she in- 
spired him. She grew colder toward me; the 
sweet intimacy which had sprung up between us 
entirely disappeared. When I complained of this 
sudden change, she replied that city etiquette al- 
lowed no distiQction of persons. 

I could have no animosity against Katchkoff. 
While ready to forgive me for taking Augusta 
from him, if she loved me, he reserved for himself 
the right to marry her if she was willing to accept 
him from interested motives. He cherished no 
hope of being beloved, but he hoped to purchase 
an ambitious wife. Yet, what were his own senti- 
ments ? I could not fathom them. He concealed 
his hope, or his anxiety, so well, that I could not 
penetrate the disguise. I suffered martyrdom. 

I declared my intention to leave the next day. 
Between these two life had become intolerable to 
me ; and, besides, I hoped that when I left, Augusta 
would decide to accompany me. 
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" Go," she said, " and in eight days I will rejoin 
you." 

Eight days I 

I returned to my mother's house, and waited. 

The count wrote to me often. Poor Maksin- 
ski ! He was tortured by an involuntary jealousy, 
which he confessed to no one but me. 

" My friend," he wrote, " there is only one be- 
ing in the whole world to whom I could impart 
anything concerning Ben6e, and that one is you, to 
whom I have given her cheerfully as a sister. I am 
jealous of everything on earth but you. Pity me I 
For want of any just cause, my disquietude is mere 
childishness. I am jealous of every one who dances 
with her, who speaks to her, who brushes lightly 
against her dress in passing— jealous of the robe 
she wears, of the mantle that surrounds her shoul- 
ders, of the breeze that touches her cheek. I al- 
most hate the friends who visit us, and steal her 
words and glances from me. My father laughs at 
me, and preaches me long sermons. But I feel 
that you, my friend, can understand me. In any 
event, you will allow me to utter my plaint. I 
thank you 1" 
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Maksinski, who ought to have been the hap- 
piest of the happy, was also sufEering ; so true is it 
that there can be no complete happiness on earth I 
When man does not meet with misfortune in the 
world around him, he seeks it within himself until 
he finds it. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 

" Even in their love egotists love only themselves." 

At the end of this week, the longest in my 
whole remembrance, we receiyed a visit. Madame 
Toquin, decked out in her most gorgeous array, 
arrived in her tilbury, which she drove herself, and 
frUed with her elastic rotundity. She was in a per- 
spiration, and puffing like a locomotive. 

" I wanted to see you,'' she said, in an off-hand 
manner. " People are so foolish as to be making 
conjectures about M. Franz, and we ourselves do 
not quite know what to believe. Now that the 
great affair is over, I must joke with him a little 
about all his nonsense. Mademoiselle Ben^e has 
married a rich man, Madame TUmann, and it was 
your son who made the match. It is very clear 
that he didn't want her himself. As for the other 
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^1 who came here to get married, although they 
say she came solely for her health, she has gone off, 
it seems, to marry that Knssian prince. And it was 
Franz again who found him for her. How silly it 
was to say he paid court to these young ladies I " 

Madame Toquin indulged in a coarse laugh, 
and then went on : 

" Oh, you are a sharp fellow, you are 1 Tou have 
kept a pretty close mouth. But all this must have 
brought you some return, and you have found 
friends who will push your fortunes." 

" I do not wish to change my career," I said, 
angrily. 

" So much the better ; I suspected that it might 
be so 1 But come, now 1 since you are so sensible, 
I have something to propose to you. Our farm is 
large, and diflScult to manage. If you would be 
willing to return to Breithaus, Toqmn would share 
the work and the profits with you." 

" I thank you," I replied, " but I do not wish to 
leave Blaue Blumen." 

" Listen 1 " she said, drawing near me. ^' In 
truth we do not live any the more happily for your 
leaving us. It is very sad and dull at Breithaus 
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now. It was not good in yon to desert us in that 
way 1 " 

And she patted my shotdder with her coarse 
hand. 

" Ton have a grudge against me on account of 

my conjectures about those De B s. I confess 

that I did wrong to reproach you. Ah 1 do you not 
see that it was because it appeared the most natural 
thing in the world to me that a woman should love 
you ? You are such a handsome man I Think over 
this matter. I shall come back to see if you have 
not changed your mind." 

She took a hasty leave of us, not willing to hear 
my answer, which would have been final. 

I had not the most remote comprehension of this 
woman's tactics, or of her motives in desiring a part- 
nership between myself and her husband. 

" I am not sorry you have left Breithaus," said 
my mother. " Wicked and amorous women are the 
most dangerous beings in the universe. I shall 
write to Madame Toquin that your plans are fully 
decided upon." 

The farmer's wife in love with me 1 Was it 
possible } It mattered so little to me that I did 
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not seek to divine whether my mother was right 
or not. 

A carriage, which must have met Madame To- 
qnin's tilbnry, entered the yard. Angusta sprang 
from it, and threw herself into my mothers arms. 
Angusta faithful to her promise 1 Who would have 
thought it ? 

She showed no int^eest in our farm-affairs ; she 
did not go up to her chamber to put on her pretty 
calico dress. She declared that she was fatigued, 
and remained near us the whole evening. She 
gazed at me constantly, but said little, and did not 
seek to conceal her abstraction. She retired at an 
early hour. 

My mother and I felt that a storm was impend- 
ing. I could not make up my mind to go to bed. 
I went down into the garden. It was almost mid- 
night, but a light was still burning in Mademoiselle 

de B 's chamber. The window was open. Oh, 

how I longed to be invisible, and to enter that cham- 
ber I If I could but see Augusta alone with herself, 
I might perhaps divine her thoughts, and know my 
destiny. 

A large tree, which had been planted by my 
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grandfather, rose majestically before this window. 
Its leaves seemed to say to me in low whispers : 
" We gaze ; follow onr example 1 " The idea en- 
ticed me. I at first repelled it, but it persistently 
returned. I thought of a thousand ways in which 
I might indulge this wish without any great impro- 
priety. Augusta could not yet have gone to bed. 
I certainly should not fail to withdraw if my glances 
should wound her modesty. Even while my reason 
was vigorously opposing my inclination, I found 
myself climbing the tree rapidly and noiselessly. I 
wanted to pause, to go back, but I had not sufficient 
self-control. 

I settled myself in the midst of the foliage. 
The night was dark ; my concealment was per- 
fect. 

Augusta's chamber lay directly before my eyes. 
I felt ashamed of my weakness, and yet, hfld I not 
yielded to this weakness, the secrets of Augusta's 
heart would never have been clearly revealed to me. 
The moment was a decisive one. 

What I saw would perhaps appear more intel- 
ligible to women than to men. I do not know* I 
shall relate everything faithfully, without venturing 
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upon explanation or comment, save in regard to 
that which concerns me personally. 

Augusta, fearing, no doubt, that the coolness of 
the night air might afiect her chest, had thrown 
around her a sort of long, white blouse, richly em- 
broidered, which left her arms and shoulders, bare. 
She was kneeling, and she rested her clasped hands 
upon a chair. At first, I thought her praying, but 
I saw from the animation of her face that she must 
be under the influence of some other sentiment than 
piety. Her lips moved, but no sound came from 
them ; they seemed seeking to articulate those 
vague words which we utter only in solitude. I 
tried to distinguish the object to which this strange 
discourse was addressed. 

Augusta appeared before me in profile, and the 
object at which she gazed was hidden from me by a 
slight inclination of the chair. She remained for a 
long time in this attitude, which permitted me to 
admire her face under charming advantages. She 
bent her head from side to side, half closed her 
eyes, and seemed infatuated! Then, as if yielding 
all at once to an irresistible impulse, she seized the 
object before which she was kneeling and carried it 
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passionately to her lips. It was a picture. She 
kissed it with even more transports than I myself 
had indulged in when kissing hers. 

My heart throbbed violently, every one of its 
pulsations producing a shock that unmanned me. I 
longed to rush to her and cry out, " Is it I — is it I 
whom you love so much as that ? " 

She gazed ecstatically at the picture ; then she 
kissed it once more, gazed at it anew, and seemed 
to utter over and over again a single word. I knew 
by the motion of her lips that it was my name. 
The picture was mine 1 

O love I how many sorrows thou causest, and 
yet how much joy thou givest 1 Who accuses thee ? 
Who complains of thee ? Thou makest us suffer, 
but is not everything here below mingled with suf- 
fering? Sorrow is the lot of all, even of those 
whose arid hearts have never known thee 1 

At last Augusta slipped the picture into her 
bosom, and pressed it tenderly to her heart. 

Why did I not then leave my place 1 

She rose, paced up and down her chamber, and 
then seated herself at the table where a lamp was 
burning. In the first place she gazed at her hands 
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with a sort of complacency, then she criticallj 
brought them near the light, to assure herself that 
they had again become white and soft. Apparently 
this was a question of the highest importance. 

She then opened a casket containing many jew- 
els — brings, necklaces, bracelets. These were doubt- 
less her mother's jewels. I had often been told that 
she valued them very highly, and always carried 
them with her. She adorned herself with the jew- 
els, and exulted in the fiery glow of the diamonds. 
She set a mirror upon the table, leaned on her el- 
bows before it, and gazed at herself. Every now 
and then she would pass one of her fingers over 
her eyelashes, her eyebrows, or her lips, as if to re- 
adjust a feature that detracted from the purity of 
her beauty. She then unknotted her hair, which 
fell around her Kke a veil of spun gold. She rolled 
the tresses over her fingers, and caressed them. 

I contemplated this personal adoration to the 
end. Augusta had covered her hands with rings, 
but she gazed at her fingers rather than at the 
jewels; she had put on the magnificent brace- 
lets, but it was her arms that attracted her admira- 
tion. She was, in truth, very beautiful ; and yet I 
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had never regarded her with so much coldness. Is 
the woman's beauty, then, created only for the man, 
or are we so jealous of the right to admire it that 
we cannot forgive her for robbing us at any time of 
this prerogative? Augusta in her ecstasy resem- 
bled a courtesan. It was impossible to find in her 
actions anything that savored of childish vanity. 

After she had been for a long time absorbed in 
contemplation of herself, she again hastily snatched 
up the picture, gazed at it rather indifferently, and 
murmured very low, but yet so distinctly that the 
air conveyed her words to me : 

" I adore him ; but live here I cannot ! " 

She crumpled the picture in her hands, flung it 
angrily at her feet, and said, after a long silence : 

" It is a pity that we cannot buy a man as we 
buy a jewel I " 

It seemed to me that a whole world of agony 
was falling upon me and crushing me. 

I descended from the tree. 

"When I reached the ground my limbs refused to 
sustain me. 

There are moments when we are no longer suffi- 
cient for ourselves. Our sorrow, too heavy for us 



Digitized 



by Google 



BEN&E AND FBANZ. 141 

to bear alone, seeks to throw a portion of its weight 
upon another. Such a moment had come to me. 
And yet I summoned no one to my aid; I said 
nothing. Ben6e was far away, and I shrank from 
afflicting my mother. I dragged myself unassisted 
to the house. 



Digitized 



by Google 



CHAPTEE XX. 

"The beautiful woman would sooner sacrifice her life than her 
beauty." 

In the morning a servant came to inform me 
that Mademoiselle de B had not left her cham- 
ber, and that she desired to speak with me there. 

In her chamber 1 That surprised me. 

I hastened to obey the summons, but I halted at 
her door, not daring to cross the threshold. 

" Come in," she said. " Have no fear. When 
you go out from this room, I shall be your betrothed, 
or I must think of you no longer. It is not worth 
while in our last interview to care much for the 
place where we meet. Sit down, and listen to me. 
I came back solely to have an explanation with 
you." 

'' I know what you are going to say to me. Ton 
are going to say, * I would like to marry you, but I 
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cannot decide to share yonr existence.' Have I di- 
vined rightly ? " 

" Ton have 1 I cannot accept your conditions. 
Tour projects are absurd. Will you renounce 
them?" 

" I shall not renounce them 1 " 

The words which I had heard last night, " To 
buy a man as one would buy a jewel," were still 
ringing in my ears. 

"Your love, my dear Franz, is simply des- 
potism," replied Augusta. "You have found a 
noble girl, and she loves you. This is not enough ! 
You wish her, through affection for you, to become 
a peasant like yourself. And because this is an 
impossibihty for her, you do not believe in her 
love." 

" I do believe in your love." 

"Then you think me proud? You are mis- 
taken. I am not proud, but I have been reared in 
the midst of luxury, and I cannot live without it. 
Your life, in great farm-houses, gloomy and bare, 
seems very natural to you, who have been accus- 
tomed to no other. It pleases me for a day or so ; 
after that, it becomes misery, a dream of horror to 
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one living in good apartments in the city ! I am 
cold in your rooms, I am hungry at your table ; 
I weep in these frightful costumes ; I suffer, and — 
I should diel" 

" But," replied I, calmly, " if I were to say to 
you, * Let us buy an isolated castle in the depths 
of some forest ; we will live there alone ; you shall 
have magnificent robes; you shall sleep upon a 
satin bed ; but you shall see no one save me and 
your servants' — ^would you accept ? No. Tou see, 
then, very clearly, that you are deceiving yourself. 
It is neither pride nor the need of luxury that 
takes you from me." 

" What is it, then ? " she asked, with terror. 

" The love of yourself ! What is the beauty or 
the ugliness of a woman ? Absolutely nothing, if 
no one sees it. Tou need the love of him whom 
you have chosen, but you cannot do without the 
admiration of the whole world. In fine, you love 
me more than your noble birth, but less than your 
beauty." 

Augusta listened, her eyes fixed upon me in a 
sort of terror. 

" What you say," cried she, " is — ^" 
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« True 1 " I interrupted. 

She bowed her head. 

" They have said to you, ^ Tou could not be a 
farmer's wife,' Tou wished to prove the contrary. 
Tou felt the need of admiration, and finally you 
found that you had had enough of this comedy." 

"And yet, I struggled against myself. Tou 
very well know that I did not want to go to 
Ken6e's wedding." 

" Because your hands were sunburned 1 This 
is proved by the fact that you did not take off your 
gloves all that day." 

It seemed to me that my life was ebbing out in 
the words which I spoke to her; that faith was 
falling from my soul into darkness and nothingness, 
and that she and I were hurrying on together in 
the same direction. 

But I would tell her everything ; I must relieve 
my heart. 

^ " Ah, yes I " she sighed, " I am as you say, and 
I confess it ! But I love you, Franz I Forgive me, 
as you would forgive a child. Women are children, 
but you men wish them to be always perfect. Love 
me as I am, for it is not in my power to be other- 
7 



Digitized 



by Google 



146 BEN6e and FBANZ. 

wise. I might be far worse. For the sake of mar- 
rying you, I might promise you all that which 1 
know to be impossible, and not keep my word. 
To give myself entirely to you, is all that I can do. 
And you repulse me ; you hate me I " 

" No, I pity you." 

These words wounded her. 

" Pity ? Why, then, not contempt ? What have 
you in your heart ? A balance to weigh good and 
evil ? Ungrateful man ! Ah, how you exasperate 
me ! If I were a man, I would tear you in pieces ! " 

And she plunged her nails into my arm. 

" I love you better so," I said. " Your wrath 
moves me less than your humility. Do you really 
believe that you will give yourself entirely when 
you marry some man ? Pray, tell me, mademoiselle, 
wliat you will give to the man who becomes your 
husband ? The right to unclasp your girdle, to be- 
come the father of your children ; this is what that 
man will have more than all the world. But it 
cannot be called everything. 

"Do you know what marriage is to me, the 
primitive man, the peasant, as you call him ? Mar- 
riage ? It is the cloister of love 1 The wife no 
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longer exists save for him who possesses her. She 
needs no more glances, no more trimnphs; they 
would even be distasteful to her. She lives only 
for her husband. But before you allow yourself to 
love any man, you must see whether his coat be 
fine or coarse. In your world, husbands never give 
themselves wholly to their wives, and have no right 
to demand everything from them. But we peasants 
give ourselves wholly to our wives, and we want to 
know what is in the soul of our betrothed before 
calling her by our name. What we require is not 
a wife only, it is a joy in our hearts that she alone 
creates — a companion at the fireside from which we 
do not stray ; in a word, a mother to the sons whom 
she bears us. 

" How would you like to pass nights bending 
over a cradle, to grow pale in caring for a child ? 
Ah, you would lose your beauty 1 You would have 
babes brought in to you when they laugh, but taken 
out when they cry ; a husband who would love you 
between a concert and a ball; emotions and pas- 
sions for the incidents of life, rather than for life 
itself. For you, happiness is society. Remain 
there, then, and leave me in my obscurity." 
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Augusta's anger had subsided. 

" You believe that I love nothing but my beau- 
ty," she cried, taking the scissors and attempting 
to cut off a tress of her hair. 

" This is useless," I said, arresting her hand. 
"Do not cut off your hair; you would think of 
me until it grew again, and the very thing you need 
most is to forget me." 

" Come, now, let us be married, and then kill 
ourselves. I am all ready. Afe you willing? You 
are not willing?" 

" No 1— Poor child 1" 

She fell on her knees before me, and took my 
hands with a supplicating air. 

" But you will never love another woman, will 
you, Franz ? " 

" Eise, I implore you 1" 

"No! I do not want to be remembered by 
you as a proud woman ! In your presence I feel 
myself lowly indeed. Oh, tell me you will not 
love another woman ! " 

" Egotist 1 You are not even willing that I 
should console myself." 

" That is true. I love you so much. You will 
never think of another, will you? " 
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"What a demand!" 

I took her head between my two hands, and 
gazed in her face once more. 

" There are no longer any women in the world 
for me excepting my mother, who is a saint, and 
Ken^e, who is an angel. I have dreamed of love ; 
I awaken an old man." 

Her eyes sparkled with joy. 

" To love each other thus, and to separate ! " she 
.said, rising. " Madman ! Flowers are given him, 
but he wants stars." 

I tnmed to leave the room. She threw me 
kisses, and sought to detain me. I broke hastily 
away. 

As I passed down the stairs, I met my mother. 

"It is all over," I said to her. "Augusta is 
dead, or rather the Augusta whom I loved was an 
ideal being, and never existed." 
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'^ To marry without being truly espoused is madness.*' 

The Duke de B had considerately spared 

me an invitation to his niece's wedding. Six weeks 
after that event I received the following letter from 
Katchkoff: 

"My deab Fbanz: I am married. Ton are 
aware that we intend to live in St. Petersburg. I 
leave for that place in a few days. It is very im- 
portant that I should see you before my departure. 
You are the most honorable man in the world, and 
I need you. 

"Tou may think that I have no great claim 
upon your gratitude, but I have nevertheless ren- 
dered you a service. I have kept you from marry- 
ing a woman who is not suited to you. In turn, 
you cannot refuse to oblige me. 



Digitized 



by Google 



REN£IE ANB FBANZ. 151 

" I rely upon your company at supper to-morrow 
evening at eight o'clock. 

" Katchkoff." 



I was at a loss to understand what service M. 
Katchkoff could expect of me ; stiU I felt in duty 
bound to comply with his request, and, although I 
was suflfering mentally and physically, I went. 

Katchkoff made a great parade of his titles. A 
hussar, intrusted with the oflBice of receiving all 
persons who presented themselves, stood at the foot 
of the staircase. A register, placed upon a table, 
received the names of visitors. These novel ar- 
rangements appeared to me to have been made ex- 
pressly for Augusta, whose weaknesses Katchkoff 
weU knew. 

As soon as my name was announced, the hussar 
bade me walk up-stairs. A footman then conducted 
me into a sort of boudoir, which I reached by pass- 
ing through several salons. 

It was autumn, and the weather was growing 
cold. A fire burned in the grate. Augusta, ar- 
rayed in full dress, sat there alone. Enormous dia- 
monds were pendent from her ears. Costly laces 
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fell in graceful folds aroxmd her. Her toilet was 
arranged with exquisite art and care. She was no 
longer a young girl, but a woman, and this woman 
wished it to be evident that she represented one of 
the most fascinating beings in the world. 

Men of the earth, we are only earthy I A mild, 
perfumed warmth pervaded this atmosphere. I 
could not help shuddering. I closed my eyes — the 
charm passed. 

" What is the matter with you ? " asked Augusta. 

"Nothing. I would like to see M. Katchkoff." 

" He is coming." 

She beckoned me to approach, asked me to be 
seated, and gazed at me with momentary embarrass- 
ment. 

" My husband likes you very much," she said, at 
length, speaking timidly, and avoiding my glance. 
" He has an affection for you which I think he feels 
for no other person. I am paying you no compli- 
ment. M. Katchkoff will not be happy until he has 
tried by all means possible to attach you to himself 
personally. He cannot endure the thought of losing 
your society. He will take charge of your fortunes 
if you consent to live in St. Petersburg." 
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I was bewUdered. With what motive did M. 
Katchkoff make me this proposition, and how dared 
Augusta mention it to me? All these thoughts 
were expressed in the glance that I fixed upon her. 

" Do not believe that this idea of taking you 
away with us comes from me," she resumed, as if 
in response to my mute interrogation. " In truth, 
I avoid uttering your name ; but M. Katchkoff him- 
self speaks of you every day. He has at last com- 
pelled me — do you understand ? — compelled me to 
impart his wishes to you fully before he imparts 
them himself. I assured my husband that you had 
already refused my uncle's offers, and that you 
would never consent to change your career or your 
country ; but, in spite of all that I could say, he has 
insisted upon my making you this offer from him. 
He has not even seen fit to consider that, in charging 
me with such a commission, he places me in the most 
delicate of positions." 

" I believe you, madame ; and I confess that I 
do not comprehend the motives which incline your 
husband to wish for any association with me." 

" No more do I ; but his friendship for you may 
explain — ^" 
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" And supposing that I accept your husband's of- 
fer ? Supposing that I consent to accompany him ? " 

" You would delight him exceedingly." 

"But your position, embarrassing at this mo- 
ment, would then become intolerable." 

She hesitated. 

" And what would you say yourself, madame, if 
I should accept ? " 

«Tes." 

She fixed upon me one of those burning glances 
whose secret she possessed, and then, inclining tow- 
ard me, she added, in a low tone : 

" I should say — comeP 

A glittering tear gathered in her eyes and fell 
upon her breast. 

This movement, this glance, and this tear, all 
escaped Madame Katchkoff involuntarily. This 
was not premeditated ; it was eloquent, horrible 1 

Augusta had now sundered the last tie that could 
bind me to her — esteem. 

" You can answer M. Katchkoff," I said, " that 
I shall always retain the remembrance of his kind- 
ness, but that in no event could I accept his offer." 
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Augusta turned away, and wiped her eyes. 

" Ah ! how you are avenged ! " she sighed. " I 
am not happy." 

" You are mistaken, I assure you. If we try to 
entertain a starving man with music, we shall be 
repulsed ; but when this man has eaten abundantly 
he will recall the musician. Now that you are sa- 
tiated with honors, you recall the poor lover to 
chant poetry to you. With your feet upon rich 
carpets, your elbows buried in cushions, do you wish 
to repossess that nature which you have abandoned, 
and which you see no longer save through your 
window ? That cannot be I " 

" You must be very happy," she cried, " in be- 
ing able to govern your heart as your will dic- 
tates!" 

" Oh, that is not difficult I I no longer love 
you 1 " 

" You love me no longer ? Sorrow with men is 
transitory." 

I pointed to a mirror in which she could see her 
face and mine. My paUor singularly contrasted with 
her roseate hue. She had evidently gained in fresh- 
ness what I had lost in health. 
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" If you do not comprehend," I said, " that my 
love has shaken my whole being, your eyes will, at 
least, assure you that I have suffered more than you 
will ever suffer your whole life long. When I en- 
tered this room, I still loved you ; but I love you 
no longer. If you distrust my words, place your 
hand in mine, and see, you who understand these 
things so well — " 

She drew near me and gave me her trembling 
hand. 

I took it and retained it for a few moments. 

Mystery of the human heart ! Here was now a 
woman like all the others. No, she was not even 
that ; not even a shadow, a remembrance. She was 
a mere picture, a wax-figure. 

" It is true ! " she cried, hastily withdrawing her 
hand. " You no longer love me." 

"My mind is healed; perhaps medicine may 
amend my physical state." 

Depression was overpowering me. 

Happy is the man who has not shrined in his 
heart some cherished being who has suddenly dis- 
appeared, leaving him the memory of a grimace in- 
stead of a smile. 
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Katchkoff entered. 

" Let supper be served at once ! " was his order 
to the domestic who followed him. Then, approach- 
ing me, he said : " You refuse my offer, do you not ? 
I suspected it, but you shall not, at any rate, escape 
me this evening." 

Ejiowing that I should suffer neither more nor 
less away from Augusta, I remained, and offered 
her my arm. She took it with an angry gesture. 

" We shall be served by Eussians who do not 
understand a word of French," said her husband. 
" This is very agreeable when we wish to converse 
on private matters. I wager that you are not sorry 
you have come to see ns I We three parted alto- 
gether too soon. We needed to meet again. A 
good understanding is always desirable, and espe- 
ciaUy so when people are soon to separate. And 
so, my young friend, you have no wish to go 
to Eussia \ You prefer to remain here — ^to marry 
here — ^" 

" I do not wish to marry," interrupted I. 

" You are perhaps right. It is diflScult for a man 
of twenty years of age to find a wife. When he 
has reached my age it is different ; he has generally 
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a higher position then than at your time of life, and 
women (wise, I think, in so doing) seek the posi- 
tion rather than the person, when marriage is in 
question." 

Augusta opened her Kps to deny this assertion. 

" They dream a little of love at first, that is 
truel" continued Katchkoflf, without pausing for 
his wife to speak ; " but when they approach that 
eternal tie they reflect. Those who have stem 
parents weep and immolate themselves, very happy 
in having a pretext to conceal their desire for riches. 
Those who have indulgent parents play a little se- 
cret comedy, whose deno'Cbinent may be foreseen." 

"Indeed, monsieur," said Augusta, with an 
ironical smile, " do you not consider that there are 
young girls who love ? " 

" There may be a few, but their number is so 
small that it is scarcely worth one's while to mention 
them. They accept us, I say, more readily than they 
do young men ; but, in return, we are less exacting. 
We do not demand perfection in a woman. We 
imagine her to possess all the good qualities which 
her relatives declare that she possesses, and we do 
not seek to assure ourselves on this subject. We 
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do not ask for love from these charming young 
persons, who sometimes feel in duty bound to tell 
us they adore us.'* 

Madame Katchkoff became purple with rage. 

"Tou young men, who give your heart and 
your youth, demand not only youth but love ; both 
united are hard to find. K I had married at your 
age, I might have failed to secure a suitable com- 
panion." 

" And you surely would not have married me," 
said Augusta. 

"No, madame, for you were not bom," replied 
Katchkoff, gallantly. 

" Could we not converse upon some other sub- 
ject ? " asked Augusta, irritated at the part she was 
playing. 

" Oh, no, my beautiful one ! " replied KAtchkoff. 
" I must explain myself in regard to that bargain 
which I negotiated with Franz; you, too, would 
like to hear some explanation concerning it. I will 
add, then, that if a man of my age does not seek 
everything, he shuns one thing — ^ridicule. There 
are persons who care but very little for ridicule. 
I am not one of them." 
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" That is to say, monsieur, you are — -jealous." 

"No, prudent. A gallant woman has given 
vogue to the maxim that precautions and iron bars 
are useless. Whatever may be the number of pris- 
oners who succeed in escaping, there will always re- 
main a far greater nmnber who do not escape." 

" Do you really intend to imprison me ? " 

" Oh, not at all You must necessarily live in 
the open day. I need a wife for society, for the 
court, far more than for myself. And therefore I 
speak here only of a martingale powerful enough 
to take the place of a spy and of iron bars." 

« What martingale ? " 

" The certainty that a married woman wastes 
her time when she sighs in solitude. A man with 
a heart, an honorable man, will not console her." 

He uttered these words in an icy tone. Madame 
Katchkoff was about rising from the table; he 
fixed upon her a glance which riveted her to her 
chair. Never had Augusta's pride endured so rude 
a trial. The master to whom she had given her- 
self was crushing her beneath his feet. She had 
desired to live for society; for society alone she 
would be a queen ; at home she would obey. 
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^ I thank you, Franz," said Katchkoff, reaching 
me his hand. " I had faith enough in you to con- 
fide my honor for five minutes to your keeping. 
My wife and I may now hope for tranquillity, and 
we shall owe it to you. — Come, madame, act your 
part like a sensible person. Be what you ought to 
be, and you will not perceive my power." 

Augusta rose, her husband kissed her hand as if 
he had just been saying the most agreeable things. 
We passed into the aalon^ where co£Eee was served 
to us. 

Eatchkofi, who was not in the least excited, 
talked upon indifferent subjects. Augusta was an- 
nihilated. She had suffered more in those five min- 
utes than during the whole course of our love. 

I took my leave. 

" Once more I thank you," said Katchkoff, as 
he accompanied me to the stairs. " Upon my word, 
if I were a monarch, I would place all the people 
like you upon an island, where I should wish them 
to form a tribe to which men might go from time to 
time for material wherewith to replenish all the 
races of the earth." 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

** Friendship consoles for all.'* 

Aleeady nearly prostrated by the sorrow Au- 
gusta's loss had caused me, I could not bear this 
new shock which robbed my heart even of respect 
for her whom I had' loved. Fever, delirium, and, 
at last, a lingering malady, followed. My mother 
watched over me day and night, a maid-servant as- 
sisting her when her own strength failed. Then 
the count and Een6e came and settled down at the 
farm to help take care of me. 

I am young. Although worn and crushed, I 
still clung to life. It was to friendship that I owed 
my recovery. I rose for the first time through the 
aid of my beloved count, but I have never regained 
my former strength. I climbed only with difficulty 
the short flight of stairs leading to my chamber. It 
seemed to me that I was only half alive* 
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I soon became strong enough, however, to go 
every day to the city, and thus relieve my friends of 
the monotony of living at Blaue Blumen. They 
made me the object of a solicitude past all concep- 
tion. A low arm-chair placed between Maksinski 
and Eenee always awaited me, and no one but my- 
self was allowed to occupy it. When I left, a work- 
basket, a book, or a picture, was carefully laid upon 
it, so that no one could take it away. 

We were all three fond of music, and almost al- 
ways one of us would play some favorite air while 
the two others mused ; or else We would read aloud, 
alternately pausing from time to time to impart our 
impressions or our criticisms. Very often we would 
enter into conversation. On these evenings we 
would forget ourselves ; the hour-hand would revolve 
swiftly and unheeded, and we at last separated late 
at night, loving each other more than ever. 

We went also to the theatre. The count had a 
private box, with only three seats. He had chosen 
it expressly for ourselves, so that, the space being 
limited, he might never feel obliged to invite im- 
portunate acquaintances. It was a little in shadow, 
so that Ben^e might not be too plainly visible. 
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" The glances of these strange people dim her 
brightness for me," said Maksinski, " and rob me of 
her bloom." How many times, gently clasping 
their hands in mine, I breathed to these two in a 
whisper the words they liked so well to hear — " I 
love you I " They were, in truth, so closely united 
in my heart that it seemed only natural to speak of 
them as of one person. Before long they had made 
my existence so beautiful that I could still live, and 
live almost happily. 

I never told Renee or her husband of my inter- 
view with M. and Madame Kiitchkoff ; and they, in 
turn, kept from me with the greatest solicitude eve- 
rything that could remind me of Augusta. 

Life became so sweet to us that indifferent peo- 
ple who chanced to see us together did not under- 
stand how we could be so happy. 

To understand this fully was beyond their 
power. 

Franz Tilmann's narrative ends here. What fol- 
lows is written from information furnished by the 
Count and Countess Maksinski. 
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CHAPTER XXTTL 

'* There is no complete happiness. When man does not find un- 
happiness near by, he seeks for it within his own heart untU he 
finds it" 

The day foUowiug a^^^, whicli had been given 
by the count and countess, Franz found Ren6e some- 
what pensive, and remarked in her eyes that red 
trace which is only left by tears. The count pressed 
his friend's hand cordially, and then sank moodily 
into an arm-chair ; and, for the first time, there was 
an icy silence between these two. 

"No, it is impossible," MaksinsH at length ex- 
claimed. " To conceal a thought that pains one is 
to add another sorrow to those which one already 
has to bear." 

Then falling on his knees before Een6e, he 
said: 
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" Let ns not mar onr liappiness, my adored ! Let 
us preserve and cherish it. Dry your beautiful eyes. 
Heaven grant that this morning's tears may be the 
last which we shall ever shed ! " he added, kissing 
the ribbons that adorned his wife's dress. "My 
jealousy is incurable; I have struggled against it 
with all my might. I cannot overcome it. I am 
jealous of the carpet which your robe touches, of 
the perfumes which you inhale. I suffer from this 
weakness ; I weep over it I My jealousy ought not 
to be a defect in your eyes. When love takes pos- 
session of an enthusiastic heart, it overflows on all 
sides. It exalts, transports, intoxicates, and renders 
the sensibilities more acute. Forgive me 1 " 

The count then drew Franz near him, and begged 
him to sell or lease his estates, so as to leave Blaue 
Blumen with himself and Ken6e, who designed soon 
to set out on a course of travel which might occupy 
a very long period. Life, as they had pictured it, 
was not possible in their present dwelling-place, 
where the events of yesterday would be repeated 
to-morrow, and where every instant would bring 
new vexations. This humdrum existence might as 
well end at once. The three friends were free to 
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do as they liked, they needed no one's aid or pres- 
ence. Maksinski thought that their best course 
would be to set out immediately on their travels ; 
tarrying now here, now there, and, as soon as they 
were weary of a place, to pitch their tent further on. 

What, then, had happened ? The world is stupid 
and heartless. It has no comprehension of the beau- 
tiful ; but when the world does not comprehend a 
sentiment it defames it. 

The count had designed to hide what was going 
on from Tilmann, but a secret between them was an 
impossibility. The very evening before, it had been 
asserted at the ball that Franz was Een^e's lover. 
Such an assertion was infamous ; but what could be 
done ? Kill those who made it ? They were women. 
And, moreover, a hundred persons, all entire stran- 
gers to the count, might repeat it. Franz proposed 
separation as the only remedy, but Maksinski would 
not hear of it. He could not be happy without Franz, 
the author of his happiness and of his union. 

"Our two hearts reunite in yours,'' he said. 
" This is a dual marriage, and because sach a bless- 
ing has perhaps been granted to us only, must we 
renounce it ? No, no ! What do we care for the 
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world ? I alone have the right to judge of my wife's 
relations to you." 

At this moment a servant entered to inform the 
count that a woman from the country desired to 
speak with him, and with him only, upon a very 
important matter. 

Ben^e and Franz advised the count to see what 
this peasant-woman wanted. He went reluctantly 
to his study, and received her there. 

" Monsieur," began the woman, in a wheedling 
tone, as she glided softly up to Maksinski, " I hesi- 
tated a long time before coming here, for my busi- 
ness with you is serious. My husband and myself 
do not like to meddle with other people's aflEairs, 
but we ought to do by our neighbors as we would 
have them do by us. You do not know me, mon- 
sieur, but I know her ladyship, the countess, very 

well. She was formerly Mademoiselle de B . I 

am Madame Toquin. Last summer, the Duke de 

B occupied the main body of our dwelling at 

Breithaus. This has put me in the way of finding 
out something which concerns you, and which no one 
would ever have suspected." 

'^ Madame," said Maksinski, sternly, '^I attach 
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no importance to anything country people may im- 
agine they have learned concerning me and my af- 
fairs," 

So saying, he rose, bowed to the farmer's wife, 
aftd turued to leave the room. 

" Indeed I " replied Madame Toquin, saucily, and 
without stirring ; " one would think you were afraid 
to hear me." 

" If you were not a woman, I should already have 
put you out of the room which you refuse to leave." 

"Monsieur le Comte," she continued, without 
being in the least disconcerted, " I expected to see 
you take the matter in this way. Hen will neither 
know nor believe anything. I am prepared to prove 
what I say, otherwise I should not be in your house ; 
9nd, if my duty as a Christian did not force me to 
speak, you may well believe that I should have left 
already. I have consulted my pastor ; we have con- 
fided everything to him, I and my witness, a young 
girl whose moral character is beyond question. The 
curate said, * If Count Maksinski will promise not 
to noise this affair abroad, and to forgive the guilty 
parties, he ought to be informed, because it is our 
duty to arrest the evil/ " 
8 
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Maksinski started up to put the fanner's wife 
out at the door, but he paused suddenly. 

Madame Toquin went on : 

" When people's reputation is attacked with un- 
doubted proofs, it is of no use to put on lofty airs — 
they do not help the matter ;" and then, emphasiz- 
ing her words, she added : " Honest people believe 
the truth and bear it in mind ; because, if a thing ia 
true, it is, and nobody can help it." 

Maksinski controlled his anger. A terrible con- 
flict was raging in his breast. In spite of the pro- 
tests of his dignity, he began to want to know 
what Madame Toquin meant, even if it were only 
to compel her to be silent. 

" Well, whose reputation is attacked in this 
way ? " he asked, with a contemptuous smile. 

" The reputation of the countess, your wife." 

Maksinski bounded from his chair. 

" Oh, don't get excited about it 1 Nobody but 
the curate, his housekeeper, my husband, my ser- 
vant-girl, and myself, at present, know anything 
of what has happened. It will go no further. — 
Now, I am going to tell you all." 

"Leave the house, madame," cried the count, 
furiously, " or I do not answer for myself ! " 
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" Oh, just as you please about that." 

She rose, made a half -courtesy, and left. 

The count was distracted. His blood, which 
had boiled at the beginning of the interview, mount- 
ed suddenly to his head. 

What could he do ? Despise this woman ? We 
do not despise vipers — we crush them. There 
must be something in all this, or a priest would not 
intermeddle. The count's restless nature won the 
mastery. He rushed into the hall, where he found 
Madame Toquin slipping her fat feet into her over- 
shoes. Another woman, whose face was not un- 
known to Maksinski, was present. 

" Where have I seen you ? " he asked, brusquely. 

" I am Catherine," replied the girl. " I was in 
Madame Tilmann's service when her son was so dan- 
gerously ill. Tou know that Monsieur Franz came 
very near dying. I helped his mother to take care 
of him ; you, too, took care of him. Tou gave me 
some pretty gold pieces, and I have ever since been 
very grateful to you." 

*^ This is my witness," interrupted Madame 
Toquin. The peasant-girl's honest face overcame 
Maksinski's indecision. The idea of listening to the 
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farmer's wife was repugnant to him, but he wonld 
listen to this young girl, who could feel no pleasure 
in doing him harm. This was his excuse for a step 
which he knew to be beneath his honor and dignity. 

He made the girl enter his study. 

" No comments,'' he said ; " say what you have 
to say." 

The girl was intimidated, and stood there rub- 
bing the palms of both hands against the skirt of 
her dress. 

" Speak I I want to know everything." 

" Madame Toquin has told you—" 

"Nothing! It is you whom I wish to hear. 
What do you know ? " 

" Well, then : I was in service at Madame Til- 
mann's before being with the Toquins. I helped to 
take care of Monsieur Franz before you came. His 
mother said to me : *Tou see that he is in delirium, 
but you need not listen to what he says. A person 
in a fever raves. Tou must not repeat these things 
afterward, because he would be mortified.' Poor 
woman I up to this time she had watched over her 
son herself, for fear that some one might hear his 
ravings ; but he did not want her to do so any more 
because of fatigue. Indeed, she is very old." 
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"Be brief!" 

" Two months afterward, Madame Toquin of- 
fered to pay me good wages if I would enter her 
service. I was very willing. But, you see, she 
kept asking me questions— questions about Mon- 
sieur Franz — ^and so many that I didn't know what 
it was all for; but I always told her something at 
last. That was because she has more wit than I 
have, you see." 

" Keep to your subject." 

" Finally, she made me repeat to her everything 
which Monsieur Tilmann had said in his fever. I 
did wrong, for I had promised his mother not to 
tell; but Madame Toquin assured me that you 
would be glad to know." 

" I know what Franz must have said. He spoke 
affectionately of Ben^. They love each other like 
brother and sister; this is all perfectly natural. 
You see, then, that I am informed." 

" Yes, and he said besides that he loved you, that 
you were his child — ^" 

" You see ! and he used also to speak of a certain 



"He said such things as this: ^ She is a monster I 
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I hate her ! — she has killed me I ' Oh, he said all 
sorts of bad things about her I I only remember 
these: *My wife? Never, never I I love only 
Ken6e; she is the only one who will retain my 
heart!'" 

Thus far, the simplicity with which Catherine 
had told her story rendered suspicion impossible. 
But MaksinsM, devoured by anxiety, still listened 
and waited. 

"And afterward, afterward! There surely is 
nothing more ? '' 

" Oh, yes ! and this seems to be the worst of all. 
Monsieur Franz said : *No — ^I will not be her lover. 
What an idea ! To wish it under the eyes of her 
husband, whom I esteem, who loves me — ^and to 
propose it to me ! ' " 

"Did he say that?" 

" Tes, very often." 

"What did it mean?" 

" I don't know, I am sure ! I supposed he was 
still speaking of Augusta, but they pretend that he 
has never seen her since her marriage. Just as 
Madame Toquin and I were saying that this was 
not clear, M. Toquin entered the room. ^ In fact,' 
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said he, * Mademoiselle Ken6e had an intrigue with 
Monsieur Fran?. I kept it to myself because they 
lived here. When I was smoking late one night, I 
fell asleep in my chair. I awoke at one o'clock in 
the morning. When I was on the way up-stairs to 
bed, in passing by M. Franz's chamber, I heard the 
soxmd of voices. There were two of them — ^his, and 
another, more soft and low. I asked myself, " How 
did that other person enter the room ?" To go to 
Franz's chamber one has to pass through the lower 
hall, and we are almost always there. When we 
are not there, it is closed. The next morning, when 
I went down into the garden to tie up a vine that 
had become loosened, directly nnder Franz's win- 
dow I found four footprints — two large ones and 
two small onesl I walked in the large ones. I 
went straight on, and I came right under Mademoi- 
selle Sense's window. There the small footprints 
ceased, and the large ones became deeper. I was 
very sure that Franz had made a short ladder of 
himself, to help the young lady reach her window. 
There could be no doubt of it, for the great tree 
that stands there was almost ruined. The large 
feet, after that, had walked on through the gar- 
den.'" 
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Maksinski's eyes had sniik in their sockets, his 
lips had grown white and tremulous. 

Catherine went on in a monotonous tone : 

"^When I had seen all this,' said Monsieur 
Toquin, ^I carefully erased the footprints. I 
thought that if the affair was known it would make 
a great hue-and-cry in the house, and injure the 
young lady. Now, we see her a countess ; she and 
Franz have lost nothing by their intrigua Oh, no, 
far from it I They are happy, and more free from 
restraint than they were before.' " 

Maksinski, his head inclined upon his breast, no 
longer heard more than half of what Catherine said. 

" Tou are an honest girl ! " he cried. " Answer 
me, tell me, do you believe all this ? " 

" The curate believes it, and a curate cannot be 
mistaken." 

" But do you believe it yourself t " 

«No.'' 

"Why?" 

" I do not know. Madame the Countess looks 
so good, and then you are so good, too. Why 
should she love M. Franz better than you ? A hus- 
band or a lover is very different from a friend ; he 
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is to us like onr skirt or our apron. In short, he is 
ourself, and we always love ourselves better than 
others, do we not ? " 

"And yet you would not yourself enter the 
chamber of a man who had saved your life ? " 

" No. If he should ask me to do this before he 
had saved my life, I might be willing, but after that 
I should not be willing.** 

"Oh, unhappy man that I ami" exclaimed 
Maksinski. To question this girll High or low, 
the world does not understand a friendship like 
ours, and does not believe in it. Go away 1 " 

The peasant-girl withdrew. He recalled her. 

" One word more. At what time did M. Toquin 
make this discovery ? " 

" He said it was on the day when he sold his 
calves. It must be written down in his book." 

" Send me the date," said the count, giving his 
purse to the girl, " and let me never see you again. 
Be silent if you can — ^you, your master and mistress, 
and your curate." 

Maksiuflki had not only listened to these women, 
he had gone further : he believed them. He rushed 
to a stack of weapons, snatched a pistol and cocked 
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it. Just then Franz appeared on the threshold. 
The count leaned for support against the table, and 
renMined standing there, with wildly-gleaming eyes. 
Fr&nz was horrified, and did not approach nearer. 

^^ It is you I " Maksinski muttered at last. And 
he asked himself, '^ Am I going to kill this man ?" 

Gratitude stayed his hand. 

" Farewell 1 " he said, still motionless. " Fare- 
well forever 1 May I never behold you again 1 
Never, never 1 That is all. Think me mad if you 
will, but do not come back here 1 Do not write 1 
I forbid it 1" 

Franz gazed at him with terror. 

" They tell me that you love Een6e, that yon 
have both deceived me. They have proved it to 
me. It is impossible, revolting, incredible 1 And 
— ^I believe it. Is it from reason, or from jealousy % 
I do not know. My heart bleeds and revolts ! I 
am horrified, and yet — I believe it." 

These two men, both motionless, gazed at each 
other without daring to leave their places. Een6e 
entered. 

The count went on, without remarking his wife's 
presence : 
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" I have been told that you had an intrigue at 
Breithaus. Een^e's voice was heard at night in 
your chamber, traces of her footsteps and yours 
were seen in the garden soil as far as her win- 
dow — ^'^ 

" This is absolutely impossible," interrupted the 
countess. " It cannot have been said. — ^Franz, pray 
assure my husband that it is not so. Defend your- 
self ; defend me 1 " 

" Defend you ! " said Franz, proudly. " If the 
count has believed such things, no remedy is left 
him. K he has admitted that we could deceive 
him, what faith can he have in our word ? And, 
besides, if we have proofs to-day that would unde- 
ceive him, shall we have them to-morrow ? Een6e, 
without my aid you would not have married Mak- 
sinski ; and, without yours, I should have died of my 
love ; it is friendship that has done this for us ; but 
the world does not believe in friendship between a 
man and a woman ; it forbids it. I heard these words 
from your father's lips upon that first day when we 
spoke in his presence of the sentiment that united 
us. Do you remember? Tour father was right. 
We have cherished an impossible dream. We have 
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reckoned without the world, whose formidable ver- 
dict all at once insults us. Tour joy is troubled, 
your reputation is attacked, and all this is on my ac- 
count. I had come, Uke an egotist, to take my share 
of consolation in your happiness. Forgive me 1 I 
shall no longer disturb your tranquillity. See me 
no more, but love me still I Think of me from 
time to time. Yes, give me one little thought every 
evening, at the hour when I arrived. For you the 
clouds will pass, and the sky remain. When two 
persons are one, that one finds consolation for every 
sorrow." 

He bowed his head, his eyes were fixed upon the 
floor. His face was scarcely visible. His tears fell 
heavily one by one. 

" I asked," murmured he, in a feeble voice, " only 
a little comer of the house, a smile now and then, a 
kind word ; that was enough. It was too much, it 
seems ! Now I have nothing left I Love has shat- 
tered me, friendship repulses me as we rq)ulse a 
faithful dog that we believe ill. The question is 
not whether this thing be true, but only whether it 
be believed. The friend who was fondled yester- 
day is to-day knocked on the head or drowned* 
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The poor dog with tearful eyes and lacerated heart 
gazes at his master, and asks : ' Why do you send 
me from you ? What have I done ? Do you drive 
me away, do you kill me, because I suffer ? ' No 
heed is paid to his sorrow ; all flee from his caresses. 
They even fear that he may not depart 1 

" Poor dog 1 poor friend 1 You are alike. Eve- 
rything around you changes — ^passion, love, and even 
friendship ; but you yourself do not change 1 Here 
lies the secret of your woe. Ah, well 1 it is over. 
You need think of it no longer. Nothing of the 
past can ever return. 

" How much calamity this causes 1 " he contin- 
ued, laying his hand upon his heart. " One would 
say that everything centres here. Ah, the heart 
is the mainspring ! When it breaks, all is over 1 
Adieu! 

" If you sometimes think of Franz, do not say 
to yourselves that he weeps, or that he is perhaps 
unhappy. Oh, no ! Say, rather, that he bears you 
no ill-will, and that he prays to the forgiving God 
for you 1 " 

When the poor youth had ceased speaking, 
Maksinski and Ben6e sought him with their eyes. 
He had disappeared. 
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The countess ran to the window and opened it. 
She saw her friend slowly walking away. He did 
not once turn around; had he done so, he would 
not have had strength to go farther. 

^^ I do not protest/' said Een^e to her husband, 
" I do not cry out against your injustice ; I pity 
youl He is the one person to whom we owe 
everything, and who lives by his faith. You have 
said to him, ^ I suspect you ! ' You have killed 
him." 

" Killed 1" 

" You will see.** 

To be dupe or executioner 1 These were the two 
alternatives yet left the count. 

Struck by a sudden idea, he addressed these lines 
to Augusta : 

" My deab Cousin : You have not a hard heart ; 
you would not be willing by falsehood to destroy a 
happy future — ^Een^e's future and mine. Have you 
met Franz since your marriage ? Could he believe 
that you still loved him ? Forgive me, I cannot ex- 
plain why I ask you this. He has been ill, he has 
been delirious, and he has uttered words which we 
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do not miderstaiid. They referred to a married 
woman : if it was not you, it was Een^e, Forgive 
me ; I suffer so much 1 " 

This letter, folded and sealed with the most 
scrupulous care, was addressed to Madame Katch- 
koff. 

Four days passed. 

Maksinski and RenSe seldom saw each other, 
and when they met they did not exchange a word. 
A victim stood between them. Everything seemed 
shrouded in mourning in this house which a few 
days before had been so joyous. Sorrow is veiled 
in black crape, through which she sees all around 
her. 

The count at length received this letter from 
Katchkoff: 

^'Deab Maesinsei: In spite of the numerous 
seals which forbade entrance to your personal mis- 
sive, I myself was the one who opened it. I be- 
lieve it will be better for you that I did so. Ma- 
dame Katchkoff had gone out. In such an event I 
always opeji the letters addressed to her, especially 
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when they have a mysteriouB aspect She has not 
granted me this permission ; I have taken it. Ah I 
I am not so susceptible as you, my young friend. I 
see by your letter that you are in great torture. O 
youth 1 a fly buzzes : what does she say in her lan- 
guage? That my wife has a lover? Where is my 
sword? The first-comer shall be my adversary; 
and, if no one comes, I will kill myself 1 This is 
not common-sense, but it is very diivalrous. And 
it is all the more chivalrous because it lasts sudi a 
little while 1 

" You may rest assured that I should not an- 
swer your foolish epistle if the family tie which 
unites us did not render it my duty. 

" I should never have ventured to offer myself 
to Ken6e; she would have repulsed me with dis- 
dain. I was very fortunate in finding Augusta. I 
did not take her from Franz, you know that per- 
fectly well ; but, while poor Franz was weeping for 
this haughty woman, and swelling the water-courses 
of his native village with his tears, Madame Eatch- 
koff, by the sighs she poured forth on the air, re- 
minded me that she had not forgotten her shepherd. 
She regarded herself as a turtle-dove who had fallen. 
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into the jaws of an hippopotamus. I felt that these 
invalids must be cnred at a single stroke : he of his 
love, she of her fancy that she was misunderstood. 
I brought my two young people together. The in- 
terview was what I wished it to be, and may be ren- 
dered thus : Augusta says, ^ I have no heart, and 
ask but one thing more — ^to have no virtue.' Franz 
replies, ^ I despise you 1 ' The success X)f my plan 
has been all I could desire. The shock was rude, 
but it has been followed by a complete cure on both 
ffldes. Madame EatchkofE is more than prudent — 
she is wise. As for him, he remains silent, like the 
perfectly upright man he is. 

" Try to keep both him and Een6e from ever 
suspecting what you wrote to me. It was blas- 
phemy 1 " 

Maksinski was annihilated. He laughed— he 
wept ; he could not take his eyes from this letter. 

But the rendezvous, the night in Franz's cham- 
ber ? Catherine had given no sign of life. The 
count was still ignorant of the date of this rendez- 
vous. He started on horseback for Breithaus, which 
he had not visited since his journey to Poland. 
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Upon arriving in sight of it, so many remembrances 
assailed him that he halted on the bridge, being for 
a time powerless to pass over. 

"There," thought he, "is the pond which I 
crossed, Franz carrying me. There is Een6e's win- 
dow ; the rose-bush is again in bloom. I was borne 
on Franz's shoulders. We at first walked along the 
wall ; time has obliterated our footprints." 

All at once the whole truth flashed upon him. 
Their footprints must have ceased under Een6e's 
window ; Maksinski, small in stature, had the feet 
of a woman. That same night Franz and he had 
conversed in the chamber of the latter, and it was 
evidently of this night that Toquin had spoken! 
But still the unhappy count was not yet convinced. 

He dismounted, and hastened toward the house. 
The farmer advanced to meet him. 

" The date," said the count—" the date ! " 

" Oh, yes ! Catherine was going to bring it to 
you. It has just occurred to me that Franz was ill 
at that time, in consequence of an aiFair he had with 
a man hidden in one of our hay-stacks — " 

" That man was myself. Franz carried me half 
dead to his own room. I was then a refugee ; I was 
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in hiding. He had a physician sent for. He kept 
me, and took care of me in his chamber — ^a chamber 
with blue paper on the walls. You see that my 
memory is clear. I went away with him that night. 
"We had gone as far as that window yonder when 
Franz took me on his shoulder to carry me across 
the pond. This is why the footprints went no far- 
ther. Look, now 1 "Were the feet that left their 
impress on the soil any smaller than mine ? " 

" Ma foiy no 1 " exclaimed M. Toquin. " And I 
kept saying all the time that we ought to keep si- 
lence 1 I humbly beg your pardon, M. le Comte." 

" Oh, say no more, or I shall strangle you 1 " 

" Give yourself no uneasiness ; I shall not be 
caught in such a scrape as that again. I would 
sooner cut out my tongue 1 " 

The count sprang upon his horse, put him on 
the gallop, and soon readied home. 

He alone was guilty ! The happiness of finding 
Ren^e innocent was as nothing to the thought of 
the injustice which he had done her. 

Maksinski rushed through his suite of rooms to 
find Een6e and throw himself at her feet. The 
house was deserted, but in the little parlor where 
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they three had passed such delightful evenings he 
found a bouquet of bleuets, the first of the season. 
This was doubtless an adieu from Franz. 

MaksinsM asked who had brought the bouquet. 

" A boy from Blaue Blumen," replied the ser- 
vant, ^' and Madame la Comtesse has gone there her- 
self." 

"God be praised 1" thought the count. " I 
must see Franz, and he must forgive me." 
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CHAPTEE XXIV. 

"Nothing consoles for the loss of friendship." 

Fbanz wa8 in liis study when Een^e arrived at 
Blane Blumen. She knocked gently at the half- 
open door, and then entered unbidden. Franz, who 
was sitting there lost in thought, rose, and an invol- 
untary cry escaped him. 

"Een^el" he said. "Ah, no, it cannot be! 
When one is very ill he imagines that he sees things 
which do not exist." 

He began to tremble from head to foot. Ren6e 
seized his hands, compelled him to be seated again, 
and, drawing up a chair, sat down beside him. 

" It is really I, my friend ! " she replied. " Tou 
sent me our dear flowers : that meant, ' I love you 
still 1 ' and I have come. Is not all this very nat- 
ural?'' 
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" Oh, yes ! You see that I speak with diflSculty. 
— That does not seem strange to yout Where is 
your husband t He has forbidden yonr seeing me. 
Leave. No, do not leave me 1 He will have you 
all his life, while I — ^I have only one moment for 
seeing you — one little moment! He will forgive 
you ; or rather you will forgive him, for he will very 
soon know that he was wrong. Perhaps he knows 
it already 1 This must inevitably have ended so. 
Tou are with me. How happy I am 1 The merci- 
ful Ood, knowing that I could not go to him as 
soon as I desired, has sent me a foretaste of his 
paradise." 

" Franz, your hands are burning." 

^^ When I returned home I felt that all this must 
soon be over." 

" What do you mean ? " 

"Tou will understand me. My mother must 
perceive nothing. When the hour strikes it will 
be soon enough for her to know. Let the last 
days we are to pass together still be happy 1 To 
delay her sorrow is my last solace. I told her that 
you were on a journey. I have even worked a little 
in the fields, and I have laughed, too." 
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Een6e*B breath had stopped ; her eyes grew very 
anxious. 

" I cause you pain 1 Forgive me ; but it is such 
a comfort to me to tell you all I It is so good to 
give expression to one's thoughts 1 " 

" Console yourself 1 Everything shall be made 
right, I promise you. We shall all live together 
again." 

" You are right 1 We shall never again sepa- 
rate while here below." 

Lifting his eyes to a clock hanging on the wall^ 
he now said : "Tou will remain here a whole hour, 
will you not ? Hush I listen I It is a bird singing 
— do you hear ? " 

«Tes." 

" I have not heard him since I left you. Tou 
are here, and he sings. He sings only when I am 
happy. There are things like this in nature. Days 
of sunshine when we are happy, days of storm and 
tempest when we suffer. The Invisible Being seems 
to say to us, ^ The echo of thy soul is in the imi- 
verse 1 ' — Sing on, my little bird 1 Sing for a few 
moments, and then you shall be silent forever. But 
no I Just outside the village, behind the church, 
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there is a garden with trees which are always green, 
a green dark and sombre, that never changes. When 
the weather is fine, or rather when some great hap- 
piness shall arrive for Ken6e, come and sing in 
those trees, and I shall hear you 1 " 

He paused; then began again, still speaking 
with difficulty : 

"It was in the spring; I must tell you this, 
Maksinski was going away ; he wanted to stop under 
your window ; and then I carried him across the 
pond. I feared that the coldness of the water might 
do him harm; that is why the footprints ceased. 
How circumstances deceive I " 

He was overcome, and could scarcely hold up 
bis head. 

At this moment the count entered the room. 
Ken6e made a sign to him not to approach too near. 
She feared that the sight of him might cause Fran^ 
too violent an emotion. 

"Is it not you, MaksinsH!" he said, smiling. 
" It seems to me that I see you again." 

"Forgive me! — ^forgive me!" murmured the 
count. 

" Tou perceive that you were mistaken ! I am 
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SO happy in having you both come ! I had not the 
courage to die ; and now, death is easy." 

" Do you want to die? " exclaimed Maksinski. 

" One does not want to die while his mother still 
lives, but it must be I Make no noise, she would 
come, and I do not wish it. Something within my 
heart is broken, and can never be repaired. No, I 
complicate matters. I die from a physical cause. 
Do not reproach yourself, Maksinski ; I have a dis- 
ease of the heart. Ton did not know it, but I knew 
it. Een6e, one of God's angels, guarded me, and 
I still had strength to live. She consoled my sor- 
rows; she prevented me from leaving the earth I " 

Ken^e and Maksinski had di'awn near each 
other. Franz gazed at them. 

" This angel had two heads and but one heart," 
he added. " But the angel has spread its wings, 
and flown away. Ah, I am suffocating ! " 

Franz's voice grew weaker and weaker. 

" Make no noise ; my mother is not far away ! " 

He rose painfully, and succeeded in dragging 
himself to the window. 

" My mother ? There she is 1 I am happy. I 
wanted to see her once more. Look at her ; she is 
9 
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sewing at the linen down there, and she smiles, 
does she not ? Do not rob her of a minute of this 
last happiness — do not call her — ^I do not wish it. 
In dying, let me see her smile ! " 

His two friends lifted him up. 

" I see her no longer," he said. " Objects are 
already growing dim around me. Renee, Maksinski, 
you will bring me bleuets in summer. Tou know 
that I love them — ^you will not forget it ? — ^Now, 
I want to kiss Een6e — ^it will be the last time 1 " 

Maksinski drew Ren6e near to Franz. Franz 
bent his head toward his friend's forehead. She 
felt a faint breath, but she received no kiss. 

Franz was dead. 

Two lines graven by agony appeared on the 
cheeks of the count ; tears flowed from his eyes. 
The tears dried in time, but the lines were never 
obliterated. 
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CONCLUSION. 

One day a little girl, Francene Maksinski, had 
begun for her blond tresses and her brown fore- 
head a wreath, which she sought to finish. In pass- 
ing near the hedge which inclosed a cemetery, she 
raised herself on tiptoe, and perceived bleuets. 
She paused, undecided. The thought of death 
especially frightens children. It is to them some- 
thing more imaginary than real. They are so far 
from it. 

" The pretty bleuets ! '' thought she ; " but they 
are not cemetery flowers ! " 

Finally, growing courageous, she ran lightly to 
the gate, and entered. Her little feet made no 
noise upon the sand. She pulled off quickly one 
flower, then another, and gazed around on all sides. 
She took a third flower and added it to her wreath. 

AU at once a slight rustling was heard. An old 
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woman emerged from the bushes. The child fled, 
letting her flowers fall along the path. The old 
woman picked them up painfully. 

" Poor little one ! " she said, " you had begun 
this wreath with your unsteady fingers, you thought 
to adorn yourself with it, and return gayly to your 
home. There you go now, hastening away in ter- 
ror, and throwing down your unfinished wreath. 
Everything is thus in life. We set about our work 
smiling, then we stop to weep, and the work is 
never completed I Is all on earth incomplete} 
Where, then, do things end % They tell us that 
God's work is only begun here below 1 I, too, had 
a son ; he loved, but it was only to die I He might 
have lived — the world was not willing I '' 

And the old woman gazed for a long time 
musingly upon the unfinished garland. 

The bird was singing in the green trees I 
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OPINIONS OF THE PARISIAN PRESS. 



Fbom "LE national." 

A WOMAN who, under the psendonym of Gnstave Haller, 
conceals a name long celebrated in the political and financial 
world, has published a novel, "Le Bleuet," which, before 
it had well left the press, had already met with a success 
which we were among the first to predict for it. Indeed, the 
public, wellnigh surfeited with the pathological, groveling 
romances which have been so long in vogue, is returning once 
more to novels presenting the faithful portrayal of real 
men and characters as observed in life, to books of study and 
thought, and, what is more, well written. 

To this class belongs Mme. Gustavo Haller^s novel, and 
hence its cordial reception among the lettered, and in circles 
of cultivated and delicate taste. It is, in the true sense of the 
word, an idyl, an eclogue, and the theme at once new and 
daring. 

A youthful, well-to-do fSftrmer, of refined education, Franz 
Tilmann, loves a haughty girl, Augusta, who refuses to become 
his wife, and professes at the same time the purest friend- 
ship for another young girl, Ben^e, Augusta's cousin, who 
herself adores a young man, to whom she gives her hand. 
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A hlettet is the pledge, and^ as it were, the symbol of this 
pore, brotherly affection between Franz and Ben6e. 

Being loath to mar by quotation the interest of this " sim- 
ple and tonching story," as G-eorge Sand has called it in the 
preface, so encomiastic on the author, written by her for this 
volume, we refer our readers to Mme. G-ustave Haller^s book 
itselt But critics, by whom, after all, Mme. Gustave HaUer's 
work has been most kindly dealt with, were disposed to think 
that the author had set herself the task of drawing out and 
developing the maxim couched by La Bruydre in these words : 
^^ Friendships may subedst, and even be exempt from grossness, 
between persons of different sexes. A woman, notwithstand- 
ing, will always look upon a man as a man ; and, conversely, 
a man will regard a woman as a woman. This intimacy is 
neither passion nor pure friendship, but constitutes a distinct 
class." ' We are of opinion that, spite of having chosen for 
the subject of her novel this theory, not generally admitted, 
of friendship between two persons of opposite sexes, the 
authoress has rendered it very acceptable, and given it a 
coloring of verisimilitude. 

She did not place her hero on the tight-rope of 'pwrejftriend- 
ship without giving him love for a balancing-pole ; and we 
think that, under such circumstances, it \a perfectly feasible 
for a man to make two divisions of his heart — one for Mend- 
ship, and the other for love. Hence we admit, as possible, 
the existence of pure friendship between two young persons 
of different sexes, and even without any desire to assign them, 
as does La Bruy^re, to a *^ distinct class," but on condition 
that the two friends shall have another attraction in a differ- 
ent direction, and have their hearts engaged elsewhere. 

In the conception and style of the novel signed *^ Gustave 
Haller," the woman is no less clearly revealed than in all 
those delicacies of sentiment which woman is alone capable 
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of feeling and expressing. And that nothing might be 
omitted to insure the success of the book, it has been pre- 
sented to the public under the patronage of an eminent 
writer, George Sand, to whose preface allusion has already 
been made. We await Mme. Gustavo Haller's next work, 
and hope it will meet with a no less brilliant success than 
that so justly merited by her first literary production, " Le 
Bleuet.*' Olbbo. 



Fbom the "REVUE DE FRANCE." 

8epUml>er SOth, 
Geobqe Sand recommends this book as " the remarkable 
essay of a man of excessive delicacy of sentiment, or a woman 
of vigorous endowments." The latter attribute appears to us 
the more likely. But this person, whoever he or she may be, 
whose name is concealed beneath the pseudonym Gustavo 
Haller, is certainly the possessor of much talent and virile 
energy, and must have fought valiantly, and with a high head, 
in the battle of life. " Le Bleuet " is a rare— an amateur's — 
book, in which grace and originality go hand in hand: a 
blade of most highly-tempered steel in a sheath of velvet. 
This book belongs to the pyschological class; and depth of 
study and the variety of characters delineated constitute its 
chief merit. The most of the characters presented in " Le 
Bleuet " are, as George Sand observes, drawn in bold relief ; 
and two of them are, to our mind, peculiarly perfect. One 
of these is Augusta, full of passion, but still more full of 
coquetry and pridCj who would willingly give up her life at 
any moment for the man she loves, but would not accept him 
in exchange for the sacrifice of her vanity. In the scene of 
the rupture between the two lovers, one of the best in the 
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book, the anthor, who appears thoroaghly familiar with the 
olassio repertory of the Th€&tre-Fran9ais, has drawn a happy 
inspiration from a passage in the final explanations between 
Oelimene and Aloestis : 

'* I, leave the world while in the spring of life, 
To languish in a cot, Aloestis* wife I " ^ 

It has often been to os a subject of wonder why that wily 
coquette, if she really love Alcestis, does not make np her 
mind to make him happy in spite of himself: why she does 
not feign to yield to his conditions, since she is sure before- 
hand of being able soon to prevail upon him to waive them. 
The same objection might a fortiori be made to the author 
of the " Bleuet," whose hero takes very good care to note 
down in his journal that the " languishing in a cof was but 
a test, and that, once satisfied of the self-denial of his belle, 
he would wiUingly have submitted to all her caprices. There 
is in the parting scene between Augusta and Franz a char- 
acteristic trait nothing short of charming. Disconsolate on 
seeing him depart, and yet unwilling to do what was requisite 
in order to retain him, she exclaims, ^' At least give me your 
word that you will never love another I '' and then, half con- 
soled with that promise, she leaves him. . . . Decidedly, the 
author of the *' Bleuet '^ is a woman. 

Franz Tilmann, in disposition, resembles at the same 
time Moli^re's "Alcestis " and George Sand's "Benedict" in 
" Valentine," though with some shades altogether original. 
He is one of those types more beautiful than nature, which 
gives us a consoling and refreshing change from realistic vul- 
garities. Matter-of-fact people will doubtiess condemn the 
exactions of this lover, who will not be contented with com- 

1 Holidre's '' Misanthrope,'* Act Y^ scene vil. 
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monplace fidelity, of this " fool who was offered flowers, hut 
wanted stars." They will think him eccentric and extrava- 
gant. Not a few also will regard as a vain Utopia one of the 
anthor^s favorite ideas, that of an amour de Vdme, a soul- 
love, between two persons still young, an "enthusiastic 
friendship which wishes for none but the purest of the loved 
one's thoughts." This reminds us of a happy repartee of 
Myerbeer in connection with the not yet fully comprehended 
opera, " The Huguenots." " Have patience," said he ; "if my 
music has no common 9ense, it is because it has another 
sense." Babon Ebnotif. 



From thb "UNIVERS ILLUSTRE." 

Oh, the pretty little volume! Its title is "Le Bleuet." 
The story may be told in a few lines : A youth whose only 
loves hitherto have been I^ature and his mother, is suddenly 
smitten by two young girls, for one of whom his passion is 
friendship, for the other, love. A day comes when his love- 
passion dies in his heart, killed by the unworthiness of the ob- 
ject that inspired it. By-and-by he must separate forever from 
the adorable creature whom he loves with the purest friend- 
ship, and this time he himself dies. Here is something rather 
strange, and likely to give place to discussion ; and it is not 
the only singular thing in the novel; yet the reader will 
scarcely have time to be disconcerted, for the interest is cap- 
tivating, and the movement of the narrative irresistibly rapid. 
Open the book and you will find it very difficult to close it again 
before you have reached the end. And then the style has 
nerve, savor, and originality. Those who read the "Bleuet" 
will be anxiously looking out for Gustave HaUer's next book. 
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Gnstave Hallerl Yon do not know that name? I can tell 
70a that it ia a pBendonym ; and, were jotjl by any chanoe to 
fancy that this masculine pseudonym conceals a woman's 
name, I should not be in haste to accuse your fancy of rash- 
ness. atBOMB. 



Feom "LE TINTAMAERE." 

aepUmb§rZd. 

*' Le Bletjet," a novel of sentiment at once exquisitely 
delicate and witty, written with concision and elegance, and 
introduced to the public by George Sand, is a book in which 
none of the necessary elements of success has been omitted. 

The theme is new and daring. 

Franz Tilmann is a youth who, making two divisions of 
his heart, Iwes to adoration a proud young girl, and conceives 
the ^^Txr^tfrimdfMp for another. 

At last he dies, the victim of his ill-starred passion, and of 
his friendship in which the world will not believe. 

The author's design was to demonstrate the truth of that 
sentiment — ^not very generally admitted by our skeptical and 
corrupt society — ^which is capable of uniting a young woman 
and a young man in the bonds of friendship unalloyed. 

We must grant that the thing does not seem very possible, 
and that M. Gustave Haller's talent has barely succeeded in 
rendering it probable. 

True, the author has taken the precaution to present his 
hero deeply in love in another direction, a circumstance which 
in part explains the sensual indifference with which he hon- 
ors his friend^ and to make him a virtuous and high-minded 
fellow, incapable of evil or baseness, in thought or action. 
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Hence, to onr mind, M. Gastave Haller's inspiration was 
drawn rather from an exceptional nature than from a senti- 
ment tmlj human. 

Bnt, spite of that — or, perhaps, even for that very reason — 
this novel is one of those that ought to he, must he, read. It 
carries in it a perfume of uprightness and purity which none 
can fail to ohserve, not even those inclined to tax the hook 
with sentimental exaggeration. 

In a time when hypocrisy, mock-modesty, and laxity of 
morals, condemn woman almost exclusively to act the part 
of the courtesan, it is well to have writers who wiU endeavor 
to elevate her — and man too, hy-the-way — and present them 
hoth to us, susceptible of a mutual affection at once so 
deep-rooted and pure that the passions are powerless to 
trouble and the senses to tarnish them. 

The " Bleuet," as we said before, is written with charm : 
we would add that it is written also with nerve ; nor would 
we be averse to share the opinion expressed by G-eorge Sand 
in her preface : *' I think, notwithstanding the pseudonym, 
this charming book is the work of a woman." And then her 
final remark : " Surely, it is the work of a man of extreme 
delicacy of sentiment, or of a woman of most vigorous en- 
dowments," which is almost as much as to say : of a man not 
like other men, or a woman unlike other women. 

Such is our opinion. We repeat, that we still persist in 
regarding the friendship between Eranz Tilmann and Ben6e 
de B * * * — especially at the point to which the author has 
carried it — ^much more as the portrayal of an exceptional sen- 
timent resulting from the state of two beings equally excep- 
tional, than as a study of the human heart in general. Not 
that we consider the thing as unlikely, but that we think it 
certainly is, to say the least, very rare. 

In our judgment, Franz Tilmann's case is a simple patho- 
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logical case ; and M. Gastave HaUer seems to hold the same 
view, sinoe he makes his hero die of an aneurism. 

BOBSRT BbIQIDET. 



Fbom the "OHARIVARL" 

An interesting book ! 

It is signed '^ Gnstave Haller.*' 

This Gnstave, in my mind, gives every evidence of wear- 
ing skirts. 

Tet his work, in point of talent, is fall of virility. 

*^ Le Blenet " is a studied novel, and worthy the preface 
devoted to it by George Sand. 

What more can be said? 
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SAITTEL BROHI MD COMiPMT. 

Fr«H tbe Freneh of TICTOR CH£RBULI£Z, 

Paper^ 60 Csnti ; Cloth, $i.oa 



From the New York World, 

" The book is one of the best of even Cherbuliez's novels. No 
one needs to be told that this is high praise. . . . Nowhere has 
the ideal adventurer been portrayed with more skill, more art, more 
genius even, than Cherbuliez has portrayed him in this novel.'' 
From the New York Evening Post, 

"The story illustrates anew what has been illustrated a thou* 
sand times, namely, that in the art of story-telling the French are 
masters, whose skill we English-speaking folk can never learn. It 
is not as novelists that they excel us, for there are English novels 
enough to contradict that; but as deft-handed story-tellers and 
deft-handed playwrights the French are much superior to any other 
race." 

From the London Examiner, 

"M. Cherbuliez is a very clever novelist, certainly one of the 
cleverest of the second rank of living French novelists. A new 
novel from his pen is always something to be looked forward to 
with pleasure ; and if of late his novels have not been so remark- 
able as formerly, they are always exceedingly readable. But ' Sam- 
uel Brohl et Cie' is more than merely readable; it is as good in 
its way as anything that M. Cherbuliez has ever done." 
From the New York Express, 

** The Appletons have commenced the publication of a * Col- 
lection of Foreign Authors,* which is destined, we think, to be a 
success, and which certainly will be a success if its forthcoming 
volumes are as good as its first one, which is entitled *■ Samuel 
Brohl & Company,* and is by that adroit story-teller, Victor Cher- 
buliez. We do not intend to give away the plot of this remark- 
able novel, which is a marvel of ingenuity from beginning to end." 
From the Philadelphia Item, 

" 'Samuel Brohl & Company* is a powerful work, possessing 
A strong, skillfully-constructed plot, and is admirably elaborated 
in all its details.*' 



Digitized 



by Google 



S P I R I T E: 

A FANTASY. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF TH^OPHILE QAUTIER. 

(FormJng No. 3 of the " CoUectton of Foreign Aatbon.") 

Paper cover ^ 60 cenU ; eloth^ 76 cents. 



" The third volume of the Appletons* popular * Collection of For- 
eign Authors ' 18 one of the most remarkable books that we ever 
remember to have read. It is written by a great master of romance, 
the late Th6ophile Gautier, and is characterized by him as * A Fan- 
tasy.' It belongs to the same class of imaginative creation as 
* Undine/ and is managed with most extraordinary skill. . . . An 
exquisite prose poem, as glowing and pure as Eeats's ' Eve of St 
Agnes.^ " — New York Express. 

" The artistic eflTect of this fantasy is very fine. It appeals to 
that love of the supernatural which exists, active or dormant, in 
almost every human heart" — UHca Daily Observer. 

** The glowing, picturesque style of the author makes the story 
very attractive reacfing." — Boston Gazette. 

** It exercises a subtile spell, a fascination over the reader, which 
compels him to go on to the end. Although it deals with the super- 
natural, it is filled with the beautiful tlungs of earth and of human 
Uie^'—Utica Herald. 

*' A very interesting little story, in which what is now called ma- 
terialization is very gracefully idealized, and in which communion 
with departed spirits is shown in its most attractive aspects." — 
Boston Courier. 

" The story is very cleverly woven, and, when once in the reader's 
hands, we venture to say that it will be perused to the last line be- 
fore it is laid aside." — ^. Y. CommercicU Advertiser. 

" The ethereal grace and subtilty of this sparkling fantasy lift 
it into the fairy realm, and give to it the liquid beauty of the dia- 
mond." — Albany (N. Y.) Argvs. 

*' Now we have Th^opbile Gautier's matchless fantasy of * Spirite,' 
full of sweet mysticism, of revelation, of personality, and of gorgeous 
language and imagery." — Sunday Herald (Washington). 

** Gautier tells the fantastic story with an inimitable purity and 
grace that will delight readers of cultivated imagination, especially 
those whose metaphysical tastes find interesting material for thought 
in the shadowy realms within the gates that lead to the life immor- 
tal" — Providence Journal. 
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GERARD'S MARRIAGE: 

A NOVEL. 
From tlie Frenoli of ANDBt TBBVBIBT. 



(FORMING No, IL OF **A COLLECTION OF FOREIGN AUTHORS:*) 



i6ino. Paper covers, 50 cents; doth, 75 cents. 



•*A8 ezqaiBite in its form, color, and delicacy, as a choice piece of Sdyres 
porcelain/*— Zi^tfrary Wofid. 

** This loyely idyl of French proYindal liflB introduces to the notice of Amer- 
ican readers Tbenriet, one of the most qniet]y enjoyable among modern French 
noyelists, and one who holds rank among the highest for his portraiture of the 
charms of country landscapes, and the sweet peace and happiness dostering 
aronnd conntry-Iife."— Pro9id0n<^ Journal. 

" Its chief merit Ues in the admirable skiU with which it is told, the skfll in 
apt narration, which seems to be a birthright of all Frenchmen, and which 
men of other races neyer fail to admire, and never succeed in imitating."— 
New York Boening Post. 

«* There is much charm in the narrative, the characters are vigorously sketched, 
the descriptive portions, especially of out-door life, are picturesque and ani- 
mated, and the whole is distinguished by grace and delicacy."— jBMftm OazetU, 

" * (}6rard*s Marriage * is as exquisite of its kind as Tennyson^s ' Princess,* 
and its moral is that of the old song, *Love will And out the way.* **— Jir«fO 
York Express. 

*^ The use of these simple materials is so artistic, and the story is so deftly 
told, that the book is delightfhl fh>m beginning to end.''—l>etroU Post. 

**The story is pleasant, the characters drawn with that light. Arm touch, pe- 
culiar to a Frenchman ; the colloquy, if not brilliant, always to the purpose, and 
about the whole there plays a poetic light that is not the less charming because 
It is so whoDy French. '*-jr«(> York Worid. 

" Andr6 Tbenriet excels in the painting of rural scenes, and the skillftil 
management of romantic comedy."— Chicago Inter-Ocean. 

** The story is told, particularly the trials of the lovers, with great vivacity 
and brilliancy, in which particulars the French seem to excel all other nations.** 
'-Boston OommomDealth, 

" Affords a charming illustration of the exceeding elegance, refinement, and 
delicacy, that mark the romances of Andr6 Tbenriet, one of the most graceftil 
and popular French noveUsts of the present time.**— i¥t>t?W«ncc Journal. 
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META HOLDENIS. 

From the French of VICTOR CHERBVUEZ, 

Author of " Samuel Brohl and Company," etc. 

Paper, 50 cents. - - - Cloth, 75 cents. 



From ike New York Evening' Post 

"The story is a good one in itself, whoUy unlike the story we expect in a novel 
M. Cherbuliez is an artist, a genius, to whom all things are possible; else his success 
in writing this story in another than his own personality— creating a distinct individual, 
and then making his creature tell it from his own point of view, with perfect yerisimili- 
tude— would have been impossible. It is admirable in itself, and as an example of the 
high art of narration." 

From the New York Ex^ss, 

"A powerful story, whose characters are clearly portrayed, and whose accessories 
of landscapes and the like are beautifully painted." 

From the New York World. 

** Cherbuliez b, after Balzac and George Sand, the first novelist of France. He is 
more of an artist, and has more insight into human motives and actions, than other con- 
temporary French novelists." 

From the New York Sun, 

"A companion-piece to * Samuel Brohl and Company,' and a book which should 
renew the nouble success gained by the English version of the latter noveL In the 
present volume we trace the fortunes of a winsome and insinuating governess, so hap- 
pily fashioned by Nature for strategy and wiles as to continually delude herself. As 
we have previously spoken of Cherbuhez in connection with ' Samuel Brohl and Com- 
pany,* we need only add that the action of * Meta Holdenis ' is somewhat more fervid 
and vigorous, and the development of the plot more piquant to curiosity. We com- 
mend it to the reader as the most captivating translation from the French which has 
been printed in a twelvemonth." 

From ike PktUuUlphia Item, 

** * Meta Holdenis ' holds the attention of the reader throughout, as the analysis of 
character ; the dialogue, the descriptions, and the detaib of the novel, are all in Cher' 
buliez's most animated and sparkling manner." 

From ike Hartford Courant, 
" AnjTthing more skillfully wrought out than the character of 'Meta Holdenis' we 
have not met in a long time." 

From the Boston Courier, 
" The story is artfully contrived and graphically told, with that genius for the dex- 
terous management of details which all Frenchmen seem to possess in some measure* 
but which M. Cherbuliez has in an eminent degree." 
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THE TOWER OF PERCEMONT. 

From the French of GEORGE SAND. 

Paper, 50 cents ; cloth, 75 cents. 



From the New York World, 
"It is characteristically charming. In it love'— that passion all of whose manifes- 
tations and varieties George Sand has shown us better than any other novelist, perhaps 
—4s treated with a delicacy and sweetness that recall ' Monsieur Sylvestre; ' and the 
grace inseparable from George Sand's writings marks the work throughout." 

From ike New York Evening Post. 
"Characteristic of its author. The narrative is full of action, and the dialogue is 
sprightly, and often spirited. There is enough both of interest in the incidents and 
variety in the characters agreeably to beguile an hour stolen from the ordinary fatigues 
of life." 

From the New York Commercial Advertiser, 
"As a story of French provincial life, it introduces us to the middle classes, and to 
many strong and interesting characters. The boo|c will be widely read, and its simple 
naturalness treasured." 

From the New York Sun, 
"So boundless were the stores of observation accumulated by this writer, and such 
ihe expertness acquired by the incessant practice of a long life that, during her last 
years, she was able to throw off stories of more than average charm with extraordinary 
celerity. * The Tower of Percemont' was well worth translation." 

From the Springfield Republican, 
"The heroine of this ' Tower of Percemont' b a new variety of the womanly char- 
acter which George Sand spent her long life in delineating, without ever reproducing 
the same exact type. The st<»y is interesting in itself, and continues so until the end, 
while the cluifacters are clearly drawn." 

From the Bditon Commonwealth, 
" It was the last work of the famous novelist, and is worthy of her fame, llie story 
is essentially French, and displays the author's sparkle and grace of manner, being 
fuU of love and romance, wlule there is a skillfully-constructed and ingenious plot" 

From the Providence youmaL 
" It b a charming transcript of French provincial life, glowing widi the inspiration 
of a keen sense of natural beauty; the characters are vigorously outlined, the coloring 
is vivid and artistically blended, and the plot b ingeniously devetoped, and full of 
touches true to life." 
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POPULAR WORKS OF FICTION 



PUBLISHED BY 



D. APPLETON & CO., 

549 & 551 Broadway, New York. 



APPLETONS' ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY OF ROMANCE, 

In uniform octavo volumes, handsomely illustrated, and bound other in paper 
covers or in muslin. Price, in paper, $i.oo; in cloUi, $1.50. 

In this series of Romances are included the famous novels of LOUISA MUHLr- 

BACH. Since the time when Sir Walter Scott produced so profound a sensation in 

the reacUng-world, no historical novels have achieved a success so great as those from 

Che pen of Louisa MOhlbach. 

I. TOO STRANGE NOT TO BE TRUE, A Novel. By Lady Georgiana 

FULLKRTON. 

a. THE CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. By Miss Yonge, author of 
" The Heir of Redclyflfe," ** Heartsease," etc. 

3. JOSEPH II. AND HIS COURT. By Louisa MI^hlbach. 

4. FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS COURT. By Louisa MthiLBACH. 

5. BERLIN AND SANS-SOUCI; or, FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS 

FRIENDS. By Louisa M^hlbach. 

6. THE MERCHANT OF BERLIN. By Louisa MChlbach. 

7. FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY. By Louisa MthiLBACH. 

8. HENRY VIII. AND CATHARINE PARR. By Louisa MChlbach. 

9. LOUISA OF PRUSSIA AND HER TIMES. By Louisa MOhlbach. 
xo. MARIE ANTOINETTE AND HER SON. By Louisa MtJHLBAcai. 
II. THE DAUGHTER OF AN EMPRESS. By Louisa M^hlbach. 

aa. NAPOLEON AND THE QUEEN OF PRUSSIA By Louisa MthnjJACH. 

13. THE EMPRESS JOSEPHINE. By Louisa MOhlbach. 

14. NAPOLEON AND BLUCHER. An Historical Romance. By Louisa MChi^ 

bach. 

15. COUNT MIRABEAU. An Historical Novel. By Thkodor Mundt. 

16. A STORMY LIFE. A Novel By Lady Georgiana Fullerton, author of 

"Too Strange not to be True." 

17. OLD FRITZ AND THE NEW ERA. By Louisa MChlbach. 

18. ANDREAS HOFER. By Louisa MthiLBACH. 

19. DORA. By Julia Kavanagh. 

aa JOHN MILTON AND HIS TIMES. By Max Ring. 

ai. BEAUMARCHAIS. An Historical Tale. By A. E. Brachvogel. 

aa. GOETHE AND SCHILLER. By Louisa MthiLBACH. 

as. A CHAPLET OF PEARLS. By Miss Yonge. 
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GRACE AGUILAR 

imo. Cloth, 



HOME INFLUENCE. z2mo. 

$I.OO. 

MOTHER'S RECOMPENSE, zamo 

Cloth, $x.oa 
HOME SCENES AND HEART STUD 

lES. xamo. Cloth, $z.oo. 

VALE OF CEDARS. 



a vols., zamo. 



zamo. 



DAYS OF BRUCE. 

Cloth, $z.oo. 
WOMAN'S FRIENDSHIP. 

Cloth, fz.oo. 
WOMEN OF ISRAEL, a vols., zamo. 

Cloth, $a.oo. 
zamo. Cloth, $z.oo. 



"Grace Aguilar's works possess attractions which will always ^ace them among 
the standard writings which no library can be without ' Mothers Recompense ' and 
' Woman's Friendship ' should be read by both young and old." 

RHODA BROUGHTOH'S NOVELS. 

COMETH UP AS A FLOWER, zamo. Ooth, $z.5a Cheap edition, 8vo, paper 

covers, 60 cents. 
NOT WISELY BUT TOO WELL. Library edition, zamo, $1.50. 8vo, paper 

covers, 60 cents. 
NANCY, zamo. Cloth, $z.5o. Paper covers, 8vo, 75 cents. 
GOOD-BYE, SWEETHEART! library edition, zamo, fz.sa Cheap edition, 

8vo, paper covers, 60 cents. 
RED AS A ROSE IS SHE. Library edition, zamo, doth, $z.5o. Cheap edition, 

8vo, paper covers, 60 cents. 
JOAN. Cheap edition, z vol., 8vo, paper covers, 75 cents. 



ALICE B. 

THE COOPERS; or. Getting Under 
Way. A Tale of Real Life, z vol., 
zamo. Cloth, fz.oa 



HAVEN. 

LOSS AND 
Home, 
fz.oo. 



GAIN; 

E vol.. 



or, Margaret's 
Cloth, 



The lamented Cousin Alice, better known as the author of numerous juvenile works 
of a popular character, wrote only two works of fiction, which evidence that she would 
have met with equal success in that walk of Uterature. They both bear the impress of 
a mind whose purity was proverbial. 



JULIA KAVANAGH 

ADELE; a Tale, z vol., zamo. Cloth, 

fz.as. 
BEATRICE, zamo. Cloth, $z.a5. 
DAISY BURNS, zamo. Cloth, $z.as. 
GRACE LEE. zamo. Cloth, $z.a5. 
MADELINE, zamo. Cloth, $z.8S. 
NATHALIE; a Tale. zamo. aoth,$z.a5. 
RACHEL GREY. zamo. Cloth, $z.35. 

SEVEN YEARS, and Other Tales, zamo. 
Cloth, $z.25. 

SYBIL'S SECOND LOVE. zamo. doth, 
$1.35. 



QUEEN MAB. zamo. Qoth, fz.as. 
JOHNDORRIEN. zvoL,zamo. Cloth, 

The above vols., in a neat box, $Z3.75. 

THE TWO LILIES, zvol., zamo. Iz.50. 

WOMEN OF CHRISTIANITY, Ex- 
emplary for Piety and Charity, zamo. 
Clodi, $z.oo. 

DORA. Illustrated by Gaston Fay. z 
vol., 8vo. Cloth, $z.5o; paper, fx.oo. 

SILVIA. A Novel. 8vo. Paper, 75 cents. 

BESSIE. A Novel. 8va Paper, 75 cents. 



" There is a quiet power in the writings of this gifted author idiich is as far removed 
from the sensational school as any modem novds can be." 
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JAMES FENIHORE COOPER'S NOVELS. 



New Library Edition. Well printed, and 
3a vols. lama Per vol., $1.50. 
1. THE SPY. 
a. THE PILOT. 

3. RED ROVER. 

4. THE DEERSLAYER. 

5. THE PATHFINDER. 

6. LAST OF MOHICANS. 

7. THE PIONEERS. 

8. THE PRAIRIE. 

9. LIONEL LINCOLN. 

10. WEPT OF WISH-TON.WISH. 

11. THE WATER. WITCH, 
la. THE BRAVO. 

13. MERCEDES OF CASTILE. 

14. THE TWO ADMIRALS. 

15. AFLOAT AND ASHORE. 
x6. MILES WALLINGFORD. 



bound in handsome style. Complete 1 

17. WING-AND-WING. 

18. OAK OPENINGS. 

19. SATANSTOE. 

ao. THE CHAIN-BEARER. 

31. THE RED-SKINS. 

aa. THE CRATER. 

83- HOMEWARD BOUND. 

a4. HOME AS FOUND. 

as. HEIDENMAUER. 

a6. THE HEADSMAN. 

37. JACK TIER. 

aS. THE SEA LIONS. 

39. WYANDOTTE. 

30. THE MONIKINS. 

31. PRECAUTION. 

32. WAYS OF THE HOUR. 



LEATHER-STOCKING TALES. 

ANcw Edition. Svo. Illustiated by Darley. Paper covers, 75 cents each; doth, $1.35. 

L THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS. 

IL THE DEERSLAYER. IV. THE PIONEERS. 

IIL THE PATHFINDER. V. THE PRAIRIE. 

The same in i voL, doth, $4.00; sheep, Jps-oo; half morocco, $6. 5a 

THE SEA-TALES. 
A New Svo Edition. Illustrated by Darley. Ps«)cr covers, 7s cents each; doth, $1.35, 
I. THE PILOT. . 
IL THE RED ROVER. IV. WING-AND-WING. 

III. THE WATER-WITCH. V. THE TWO ADMIRALS. 

The same, in x voL, doth, $4.00; sheep, $s.oo; half morocco, 16.5a 



HISS JANE PORTER. 

SCOTTISH CHIEFS. A Romance. New and handsome edition. With Engrav 
ings. I vol ho^ge Svo. Cloth, $3.50; half cal^ extra, $4.00. 

The great popularity of this novel has rendered it necessary to furnish this hand- 
some edition m large, readable type, with appropriate embellishments, for the domes- 
tic library. 
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CHARLES DICKENS. 

The Cheap Popular Edition of the Works of Charles Dickens, Clear type, 
handsomely printed, and of convenient size. z8 vols.* 8vo. Paper. 



Pages. Cts. 

OLIVER TWIST xja.-as 

AMERICAN NOTES X04..X5 

DOMBEY & SON 356-35 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT 342.-35 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.... 330.. 35 

CHRISTMAS STORIES x6a..2S 

TALE OF TWO CITIES i44-.ao 

HARD TIMES, and ADDI. 
TIONAL CHRISTMAS STO- 
RIES 300.. as 

BLEAK HOUSE 340..35 



Pages, CU, 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY 340..35 

LITTLE DORRIT 330-35 

PICKWICK PAPERS 326.-35 

DAVID COPPERFIELD 351..3S 

BARNABY RUDGE. 257.-30 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP 221. .30 

SKETCHES X96..25 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS.... 184. .25 
UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVEL- 
LER, PICTURES FROM IT- 
ALY, etc 30O--35 



The Complete Popular Library Edition, Handsomely printed in good, clear 
type. Illustrated with 32 Engravings, and a Sted-plate Portrait of the Author. 
6 vols.f small Bvo. Cloth, extra, fzaso. 

Chapman &* HalVs Household Edition of Charles Dicken^s Works, 

Volumes already published: 



GREAT EXPECTATIONS. Cloth, 

$1.25 ; paper, 75 cents. 
OLIVER TWIST. aoth,$i.25; paper, 

75 cents. 
TALE OF TWO CITIES. Cloth, $1.25 ; 

pap«*"» 75 cents. 
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. Qoth, $1.75; 

paper, $1.25. 
BLEAK HOUSE. Cloth, $1.75 ; paper, 

$1.25. 
DAVID COPPERFIELD. Cloth, $1.75; 

paper, $1.25. 
LITTLE DORRIT. Cloth, $1.75; pa- 

per, $x.2S. 



PICKWICK PAPERS. Cloth, $1.75 ; 
paper, $1.25. 

BARNABY RUDGE. Cloth, $x.75; pa- 
per, $1.25. 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. Qoth, 

$x.7s: paper. $x.2S. 
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. aoth,|i.75; 

paper, $1.25. 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. Cloth, ti.50; 

paper, $1.00. 
SKETCHES BY BOZ. Qoth^^x.so; pa- 

per, $x.oo. 
HARD TIMES. Cloth, $1.25; paper, 

75 cents. 



MARIA J. HACIHTOSH. 



AUNT KITTY'S TALES. x2mo. Qoth, 
fx.oo. 

CHARMS AND COUNTER- 
CHARMS, lamo. Qoth, $1.25. 

TWO PICTURES; or. How We See 
Ourselves, and How the World Sees 
Us. I vol., x2mo. Cloth, $i.5a 



EVENINGS AT DONALDSON 

MANOR. X vol., zamo. Cloth, 

$z.oo. 
TWO LIVES ; or. To Seem and To Be. 

t2mo. Cloth, $z.oo. 
THE LOFTY AND LOWLY, a vols. 

lamo. Cloth, $1.50. 

1 " M«s Macintosh is one of the best of the female writers of the day. Her stories are 
always mil of lessons of truth, and purity, and goodness— of that serene and gentle wis- 
dom which comes fiom no source so fitly as from a refined and Christian woman." 
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D'lSRAELI'S HOVELS. 



LOTHAIR. A Noyd. zamo. Ootfa, $3.00. 

Cheap edition. 8vo. Paper, $x.oa 
HENRIETIA TEMPLE. 8vo. Paper, 

50 cents. 
VENETIA. 8vo. Paper, 50 cents. 
THE YOUNG DUKE. 8vo. Paper, 

50 cents. 



ALROY. 81PO. Paper, 50 cents. 
CONTARINI FLEMING. 8vo. Paper, 

50 cents. 
VIVIAN GREY. 8vo. Paper, 60 cents. 
CONINGSBY. 8vo. Paper, 60 cents. 
TANCRED; or, The New Cnisade. 8va 

Paper, 50 cents. 



CAPTAIN HARRYAT. 



Cloth, 



PETER SIMPLE, zamo. Cloth, $z.oa 

JACOB FAITHFUL, zamo. Cloth, 
$.100. 

NAVAL OFFICER, xamo. Qoth, $x.oo. 

KING'S OWN. lamo. Cloth, $i.oa 

JAPHET IN SEARCH OF A FA- 
THER, zamo. Cbth, $x.oa 

NEWTON FORSTER. zamo. Ooth, 
fz.oo. 

Fine edition, printed on tinted paper, za vols., large xamo. Qoth, $z8.oo ; half calf, 
extra, $36. 

The Cheap Popular Edition of Marryafs Novels, Complete in za volumes. 
Price per volume, 50 cents. 

" Captain Manyat is a cbssic among novd-writers. A better idea may be had of the 
sea, and of ship-life, especially in the navy, from these enchanting books, than from any 
other source. They will continue to be read as long as the language exists." 



MIDSHIPMAN EASY. 

$z.oo. 
PACHA OF MANY TALES, zamo. 

Cloth, $x.oc 
THE POACHER, zamo. Cloth, $x.oo. 
THE PHANTOM SHIP. xamo. Cloth, 

$x.oa 
SNARLEYYOW. zamo. Cloth, $1.00. 
PERCIVAL KEENE. zamo. CL, $z.oo. 



HELEN B. MATHER'S NOVELS. 

COMIN* THRO* THE RYE. z voL, 1 CHERRY RIPE. ANovd. zvol.,8va 
8va Paper covers, 75 cents. | _ Paper covers. (Jn press.) 

"There is a great deal of power in 'Comin' fhro' die Rye.' The heroine grows 
up before our eyes from the ' tomboy ' of nrlishness to an excdlent specimen of lov- 
ing and truthful womanhood." — Morning PosU 

CHRISTIAN REID'S NOVELS. 



VALERIE AYLMER. zvoL,8vo. Pa- 
per, $1.00; doth, $1.50. 

MORTON HOUSE, x vol., 8vo. Pa- 
per, $1.00; cloth, $z.5o. 

MABEL LEE. x vol., 8vo. Paper, 
$x.oo; cloth, $x.5a 

EBB-TIDE. X voL, 8vo. Paper, $x.oo; 
cloth, $1.50. 

NINA'S ATONEMENT, and Other Sto- 



ries, z vd., 8vo. Paper, fx.oo; cloth, 

$z.5o. 
A DAUGHTER OF BOHEMIA, i 

vol., 8vo. Paper, $1.00; doth, $7.50. 
HEARTS AND HANDS. 8vo. Paper, 

50 cents. 
A QUESTION OF HONOR, z vd., 

xamo. Cloth, $1.75. 
AFTER MANY DAYS, z vd., 8vo. 

(Inpress^ 



"The author has wrought with care and with a good ethical and artistic purpose; 
and these are the essential needs in the building up of an American literature.** 
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E. M. SEWELL 



AMY HERBERT. A Tale. xamo. 

Cloth, $z.<x>. 
CLEVE HALL. A Tale. X2mo. Cloth, 

$z.oo. 
THE EARL'S DAUGHTER. lamo. 

Cloth, $z.oo. 
EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. lamo. Cloth, 

$x.oa 
A GLIMPSE OF THE WORLD, xamo. 

Cloth, $z.oo. 
GERTRUDE. A Tale, xama Cloth, 

$z.oo. 



IVORS. A Story of English Country 

Life. 8 vols. Qoth, $3.00. 
KATHARINE ASHTON. 2vols.,z2mo. 

Cloth, $2.00. 
MARGARET PERCIVAL. a vols., 

zamo. Cloth, $2.00. 
URSULA. A Talc of Country life. 2 

vols., xamo. Cloth, fa.oa 
LANETON PARSONAGE. A Tale. 

3 vols., zamo. Cloth, $3.00. 
HOME LIFE. A Journal, x vol., xamo. 

Cloth, $x.25. 



" Scarcely any modem English authoress stands so high as Miss Sewell ; and, so 
long as the Engfish language exists, such books as ' Amy Hezbert,' 'Gertrude,' etc., 
will continually DC sought for." 

SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

WA VERLE Y NO VELS. The Cheap Popular Edition of the Waverley Nov- 
els. Complete in Twenty-five Volumes, from New Stereotype Plates, uniform 
with the New Edition of Dickens, containing all the Notes of the Author, and 
printed from the latest edition of the Authorized Text, on fine white paper, in 
clear type, and convenient in size. Price 25 cents per voL Each volume illus- 
trated with a Frontispiece. Pronounced " A Miracle of Cheapness." 

ORDER OF ISSUE. 



X. WAVERLEY 25 

2. IVANHOE ^S 

3. KENILWORTH as 

4. GUY MANNERING as 

5. ANTIQUARY as 

6. ROB ROY as 

7. OLD MORTALITY 25 

8. THE BLACK DWARF, and A 

LEGEND OF MONTROSE.. 2s 

9. BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR.. 2s 
10. HEART OFMID-LOTHIAN.. 25 

XX. THE MONASTERY 2s 

X2. THE ABBOT 2s 

X3. THE PIRATE 25 



X4. FORTUNES OF NIGEL 25 

X5. PEVERIL OF THE PEAK.... 25 

z6. QUENTIN DURWARD 25 

x^. ST. RONAN'S WELL 2s 

x8. REDGAUNTLET 25 

Z9. THE BETROTHED, and HIGH- 
LAND WIDOW 25 

20. THE TALISMAN 25 

az. WOODSTOCK as 

22. FAIR MAID OF PERTH 25 

23. ANNE OF GEIERSTEIN 25 

24. COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 25 

25. THE SURGEON'S DAUGH- 

TER 25 



The Complete Popular Library Edition of the Waverley Novels, Hand- 
somely printed in good, clear type. Illustrated with numerous Engravings, and 
a " Steel-plate Portrait of the Author. 6 vols., small 8vo. (Uniform with the 
" Popular Library Edition of Dickens.") Cloth, extra, $xo.5o. 

Black^s Edition of the Waverley Novels, Illustrated with 204 Steel Engrav« 
ings. 25V0IS., 8vo. New edition. Per voL, $3.50. 
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APPLETONS' JOURNAL: 

A MONTHLY MISCELLANY OF POPULAB LITBBATUBE. 

NEW SERIES. 

TWKMTT-nys onrn pxb ituicbsb. thbxx dollabs peb akkum. 

Applbtons' Journal is now published monthly ; it is devoted to popular literature 
and all matters of taste and j^eneral culture — published at a price to bring it within the 
reach of all classes. It contams superior fiction, in the form of serials and short stories ; 
papers graphically descriptive of picturesque |uaces ; articles upon men of note, and 
upon the habits of different peoples ; essays upon household ana social topics; articles 
of travel and adventure ; scientific and industrial articles written in a graphic and pop- 
ular style. In brief, the aim is to be comprehensive, including in its plan all branches 
of literature and all themes of interest to intelligent readers. Each number is illustrated. 

Texms : Three dollars per annum, postage prepaid, to all subscribers in the United 
States ; or Twenty-five Cents per Number. A Club of Four Yearly Subscriptions will 
entitle the sender to an extra subscription gratis ; diat is, five copies will be sent one 

J ear for twelve doUaxs. For $7.30, Applbtons' Journal and Thb Populab SasNcx 
loNTHLY (fiill price, eight doUaxs), postage prepaid. 

THE POPULAR SCIENCE MONTHLY. 

Conducted by £. L. YOUMANS. 

This periodical was started (in x87a) to promote the diffusion of valuable scientific 
knowledge, in a readable and attractive fotm, amon^ all classes of the community, and 
has thus far met a want supplied by no other magazine in the United States. 

Containing instructive and interesting articles and abstracts of articles, original, 
selected, translated, and illustrated, from Uie pens of the leading scientific men of dif- 
ferent countries; accounts of important scientific discoveries, the application of science 
to the practical arts, and the latest views put forth concerning natural phenomena, have 
been given by savants of the highest authority. Prominent attention has been also 
devoted to those vsuious sciences which help to a better understanding of the nature 
of man, to the bearings of science upon the questions of society and government, to 
scientific education, and to the conmcts which spring firom the progressive nature of 
scientific knowledge. 

The Popular Sckncb Monthly is published monthly in a large octavo, hand- 
somely printed on clear type, and, when the sulgects admit, fiilly iUustnited. Each 
number contains xa8 pages. 

Terms : Five Dollars per Annum, or Fifty Cents per Number. Postage fine to all 
Subscribers in the United States. 

THE ART JOURNAL: 

An IntemaiioMal GalUry of Engravings^ hy^ DisHnguisked Artists of Europe and 
America; with luusirated Papers in ike varums Branches of Art 

The Art Journal is a quarto monthly publication, supeibly illustrated and minted^ 
and specially devoted to the world of Art — Painting, Sculpture^ Architecture, Decora- 
tion, Engraving, Etching, Enameling, and Designing in all its branches—iiaving in 
view the double purpose of supplying a complete illustrated record of progress in the 
Arts, and of affording a means tor the cultivation of Art-taste among the people. Each 
number is richly and abundandy illustrated on both steel and wood, ana no pains are 
spared to render this " Art Journal" the most valuable publication of the kind in the 
world. It contains the Steel Plates and Illustrations of the London Art Journal, a 
publication of world-wide fame (the exclusive right of which, for Canada and the United 
States, has been purchased by the publishers) ; with extensive additions devoted prin^ 
cipaUy to American Art and American topics. Published monthly. Sold only by 
Subscription, Price, 75 Cents per Number ; I9.00 per Annum, postage prepaid. 

Subscriptions received by the Publishers, or dieir Agents. AcENass: aa Hawley 
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New Orieans; 330 Sutter St, San Francisco. 
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